8 

72 * 
. 
* 
YA 
Ig 


| Dixero ſi quid forte joceſius, hoc mihi juris 


A. N DD 


OPINIONS 


TRISTRAM SHANDY, 


GENTLEMAN. 


Hox. 


Cum. venia dabis. 


& quis calumnietur levius eſſe quam decet eddie; 
aut mordacius quam deceat — 


Ego, ſed Democritus dixit. EraSMus, 


Ci guis Clericus, aut Monac hut, verba joculatoria, riſum 


moveutia erat anathema efto. 
Second Council of CARTHAGE, 


WoL: 


- 
* 


if 


CA EE 2 5 


"IP 


1 


2 


e 


„ 


To the RicnT e 


My LoRn, 


I Humbly beg leave to offer you theſe 
I two Volumes; they are the beſt my 
talents, with ſuch bad health as I have, 
could produce: had providence granted 
me a larger ſtock of either, they had been 


a much more proper preſent to your Lord- 
ſhip. 


ws 


I beg your Lordfhip will forgive me, if, 
at the ſame time I dedicate this work to 
ou, I join Lady SPENCER, in the liberty 
take of inſcribing the ſtory of Le Fey 

FEAR | in 


DEDICATION. 
in the ſixth volume to her name; for 
which I have no other motive, which my 


heart has informed me of, but that the 
ſtory is a humane one. 


J am, 
My Lord, 
Your Lordſbip s 
Moſt devoted, 
And moſt bumble Servant, 


L AUR. STERNE. 
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CHAP. dan 


F it had not been for thoſe two qpeitiaſone 

tits, and that madcap of. a poſtihon, who 
drove them from Stilton to Stamford, the thought 
had never entered my head. He flew like light- 
ning there was a flope of three miles 
and a half we ſcarce touched the ground— 
the motion was moſt rapid moſt impetu- 
ous was communicated to my brain 
my heart partoek of it By the Great God 
of day, ſaid I, looking towards the ſun, and 
thruſting my atm out of the fore · window of the 
chaiſe, as I made my vow,..* I will lock up my 


ſtudy 
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ſtudy door the moment I get home, and throw 

the key of it ninety feet below the ſurface of 

che earth, into the draw-well at the back of my 
houſe.” 

The London waggon confirmed me in my 
reſolution: it hung tottering upon the hill, 
fearce pfogreſſive, dragg'd——dragg*d up by 
eight heavy beaſts «© by main ſtrength | — 
quoth I, nodding——but your betters draw the 
fame way—and ſomething of every bodies 
O rare! 

Tell me, ye learn'd, ſhall we for ever ad- 
ding ſo much to the bulk o little to the ſtock ? 

Shall we for ever make new books, as apo- 
thecaries make new mixtures, by pouring only 
out of one veſſel into another? - 

Are we for ever to be twifking and untwiſt- 
ing the ſame rope? for ever in the ſame. track — 
for ever at the ſame pace? 

Shall we be deſtined to the days of eternity, on 
holy-days, as well as working- days, to be ſhew- 
ing the relicks of learning, as monks do the re- 
| licks of their ſaints without working. one 
one ſingle miracle with them? 

Who made Max, with powers which dart 
him from earth to heaven in a moment that 
great, that moſt excellent, and moſt noble crea- 
ture of the world the miracle of nature, as. 
Tordbaſter in his bock ## Soo; called him— 
the SREkIN AH of the divine preſence, as Chry- 

ſoſtom the image of God, as Moſes— the 

of divinity, as Plato the marvel of marvels, 
as Ariſtetle to go ſneaking on at this 1 8 80 | 
—Spiniping—pettifoggin rate. | 
J ſcorn to be as abuſiwe as Horace upon the : 


octaſion——but if there. is no catachreſis in the 
wiſh, 
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wiſh, and no; fin in it, I wiſh from my ſoul, that 
every imitator in Great-Britain, France and Ire- 
land, had the farcy for his pains; and that there 
was a good farcical houſe, large enough to hold 
——aye——and ſublimate them, ſhag-rag and 
bob tail, male and female, all together: and 
this leads me to the affair of Whiſkers—— but, 

by what chain of ideas I leave as a legacy in 
morte main to Prudes and Tartufs, to enjoy and 
make the moſt of. | 


Upon Whiſkers. 
I am ſorry I made it—'twas as inconſiderate a 
promiſe as ever entered a man's head—A- chap- 
ter upon whiſkers! alas! the world will not bear 
it tis a delicate world but I knew not of 
what metal it was made——nor had I ever ſeen 
the underwritten fragment ; otherwiſe, as ſurely 
as noſes are noſes, and whiſkers are whiſkers 
ſill; [let the world ſay what it will to the contra- 
ry] ſo ſurely would I have ſteered clear of this. 
dangerous chapter, : 


The Fragment. 


* * * * * 8 2 
* * „ * * Sl * * 
Lou are half aſleep, my good lady 
ſaid the old gentleman, taking hold of the old 
lady's hand, and giving it a gentle ſqueeze, as 
he pronounced the word Whiſkers ſhall we 
change the ſubje&? By no means, replied the 
| 3 old 
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old lady—I like your account of theſe matters: 
ſo throwing a thin gauze handkerchief over her 
head, and leaning it back upon the chair with 
her face turned towards him, and advancing her 
two feet as ſhe reclined herſelf: I deſire, con- 
tinued ſhe, you will go. on. 1 80 

The old gentleman went on as follows. 
Whiſkers! cried the queen of Na- 
varre, dropping her knotting ball, as La Foſ- 
ſeuſe uttered the word Whiſkers? madam, 
ſaid La Foſſeuſe, pinning the ball to the queen's 
apron, and making a courteſy as ſhe repeated it. 

La Foſſeuſe's voice was naturally ſoft and low, 
yet *twas an articulate voice: and every letter of 
the word whiſkers fell diſtinaly upon the queen 
of Navarre's ear—Whiſkers ! cried the queen, 
laying a greater ſtreſs upon the word, and as if 
ſhe had ſtill diſtruſted her ears Whiſkers ! 
replied La Foſſeuſe, repeating the word a third 
time There is not a cavalier, madam, 
of his age in Navarre, continued the maid of 
honour, preſſing the page's intereſt upon the 
queen, that has fo gallant a pair Of what? 
cried Margaret, fmiling—Of whiſkers, ſaid La 
Foſſeuſe, with infinite modeſty. 

The word whiſkers ſtill ſtood its ground, and 
continued to be made uſe of in moſt of the beft 
companies throughout the little kingdom of Na- 
varre, notwithſtanding the indiſcreet uſe which 
La Foſſeuſe had made of-it : the truth was, La 
Foſſeuſe had pronounced the word, not only be- 
fore the queen, but upon ſundry other occaſions 
at court, with an accent which always implied 
ſomething of a myſtery And as the court of 


Margaret, as all the world knows, was at that 
time 
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time a mixture of gallantry and devotion—and 
whiſkers being as applicable to the one, as the 
other, the word naturally ſtood its ground it 
gain'd full as much as it loſt; that is, the clergy 
were for it the laity were againſt it and for 
the women, — they were divided. — | 
The excellency of the figure and mien of the 

young Sieur de Croix, was at that time beginning 
to draw the attention of the maids of honour 
towards the terrace before the palace gate, where 
the guard was mounted. The 2 Bauſſiere 
fell deeply in love with him— La Battarelle did 
the ſame—it was the fineſt weather for it, that 
ever was remembered in Navarre La Guyol, 
La Maronette, La Sabatiere, fell in love with 
the Sieur de Croix alſo——La Rebours and 
La Foſſeuſe knew better —— De Croix had failed 
in an attempt to recommend himſelf to La Re- 
bours ; and La Rebours and La Foſleuſe were in- 
ſeparable. | | 

The queen of Navarre was fitting with her 
ladies in the painted bow-window, facing the 
gate of the ſecond court, as De Croix paſſed 
through it. He is handſome, ſaid the Lady 
Bauſſiere He has a good mein, ſaid La Bat- 
tarelle— He is finely ſhaped, ſaid La Guyol.— 
I never ſaw an officer of the horſe- guards in my 
life, ſaid La Maronette, with two ſuch legs 
Or who ſtood ſo well upon them, ſaid La Sa- 
batiere But he has no whiſkers, cried La 
Foſſeuſe Not a pile, ſaid La Rebours. 

The queen went directly to her oratory, mu- 
ting all the way, as ſhe walked through the gal- 
lery, upon the ſubject; turning it this way and 
that way in her fancy—Ave Maria+— what 

—Bͤ 
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can La Foſſeuſe mean? ſaid hey: kneeling down 
upon the cuſhion. - | 

La Guyol, La Batterelle, 10 Maronette, La 
Sabatiere, retired inſtantly to their chambers 
Whiſkers! ſald all four of them to themſelves, 
as they bolted their doors on the inſide. 
=. The Lady Carnavalette was counting her 
4 beads with both hands, unſuſpected under her 
=_ farthingal——from St. Antony down to St. Ur- 
ſula incluſive, not a ſaint paſſed through her fin- 
gers without whiſkers; St. Francis, St. Domi- 
nick, St. Bennet, St. Baſil, St. Bridget, had all 
whiſkers. | 
The Lady Bauſſiere had got into a wilderneſs 
of conceits, with moralizing too intricately upon 
La Foſſeuſe's text She mounted her, pal- 
fry, her page followed her——the hoſt * by 
the lady Bauſſiere rode on. 

One denier, cried the order of merey one 
ſingle denier, in behalf of a thouſand patient 
captives, whoſe eyes look towards heaven me 
you for their redemption. 

— —The Lady Bauſſiere rode on. 

Pity the unhappy, ſaid a devout venerable, 
hoary-headed man, meckly holding up a box, 
begirt with iron, in his withered hands —1 
beg for the unfortunate——good, my lady* *tis 
for a priſon—for an hoſpital 'tis for an old 
man a uw man undone by ſhipwreck, by 
ſuretyſhip, by fire I call God and all 
his angels to witneſs— tis to clothe the naked— 
to feed the hungry tis to comfort the ſick and 
the broken hearted. - 


— The Lady Bauſſiere rode on. 


- |, ſt, —ſaid a ſecond, 
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A decayed kinſman bowed bimſelf to the 


. ground. 
— The Lady Ba rode on. 


He ran begging bare-headed on one ſide 'of 


her palfry, conjuring her by the former: bonds 
of friendſhip, - alliance, conſanguinity, &c. 
- Couſin, aunt, ſiſter, mother for virtue's 
ſake, for your own, for mine, for Chriſt's ſake 
remember me—pity me. 

— The Lady Bauſſiere rode on. 


Take hold of my whiſkers, ſaid the Lady 
Bauſſiere The page took hold of her 


Paliry. She diſmounted at the end of the ter- 
race. 


There are 8 . of certain ideas 9 


leave prints of themſelves about our eyes and 


eye-brows; and there is a conſcioufneſs of it, 
ſomewhere about the heart, which ſerves but to 
make theſe etchings the ſtronger—we ſee, ſpell, 
and put them together without a dictionary. 

Ha, ha! he, hee! cried La Guyol and La Sa- 
batiere, looking cloſe at each other's prints 
Ho, ho! cried La 3 and Maronette, 
doing the ſame: Whiſt! cried one 
huſh, quoth a third 
—p00, poo, replied a fourth—gramercy l cried 
the Lady Carnavalette; — twas ſhe who berhiſ- 
ker'd St. Bridget. 

La Foſſeuſe drew her bodkin feoin the kgs of 
her hair, and having traced the outline of a 
ſmall whiſker, with the blunt end of it, upon 
one ſide of her upper lip, put it into La Re- 
bour's hand—La Rebours ſhook her head. 

The Lady Bauſſiere cough'd thrice into the 
inſide of her en Guyol TI ſaid 


the 


. 
4 . cake. i the * 
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the Lady Bauſſiere. The queen of Navarre 
touched her eye with the tip of her forefinger— 
as much as to ſay, I underſtand you all. 

Twas plain to the whole court, the word was 
ruined: La Foſſeuſe had given it a wound, and 
it was not the better for paſſing through all theſe 
defiles It made a faint ſtand, however, 
for a few months; by the expiration of which, 
the Sieur de Croix, finding it high time to leave 
Navarre for want of whiſkers the word in 
courſe became indecent, and Eiter a few efforts) 
abſolutely unfit for uſe. | 

The beſt word, in the beſt language of the 
beſt world, muſt have ſuffered under ſuch com- 
binations. The curate of d' Eſtella wrote 
a book againſt them, ſetting forth the dangers of 
acceſſary ideas, and warning the Navarois 
againſt them. 
Does not all the world know, ſaid the curate 
d'Eſtella at the concluſion of his work, that No- 
ſes ran the ſame fate ſome centuries ago in moſt 
parts of Europe, which Whiſkers have now 
done in the kingdom of Navarre The evil 
indeed ſpread no further then, but have not 
beds and bolſters, and night- caps and chamber- 
pots ſtood upon the brink of deſtruction ever 
fince? Are not trouſe and placket- holes, and 
pump- handles and ſpigots and faucets, in 
danger ſtill, from the ſame aſſociation?— Chaſ- 
tity, by nature the gentleſt of all affections— 
give it but its head tis like a ramping and a 
roaring lion. 

The drift of the curate d'Eftella's argument 
was not underſtood They ran the ſcent 
the wrong way The world bridled his aſs at 


the tail—And when the extremes of D ELI Ac v, 
and | 
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and the beginnings of CONCUPISCENCE, hold 
their next provincial chapter together, wy may 
* that alſo. 


C13 AF. 1 


HEN my father received the letter 
| which brought him the melancholy ac- 
count of my brother Bobby's death, he was buſy 
_ calculating the expence of his riding poſt from 
Calais to Paris, and ſo on to Lyons. 

'T'was a moſt inauſpicious journey; my father 
having had every foot of it to travel over again, 
and his calculations to begin afreſh, when he had 
almoſt got to the end of it, by Obadiah's open- 
ing the door to acquaint him the family was out 
of yealt— and to aſk whether he might not 
take the great coach-horſe early | in the morning 
and ride in ſezrch of ſome. With all my 
heart, ages ſaid my ſather, [purſuing his 
journey |— take the coach-horſe, and wel- 
come. — But he wants a ſhoe, poor crea- 
ture! ſaid Obadiah Poor creature, ſaid my 
uncle Toby, vibrating the note back again, like 
a firing, in uniſon. Then ride the Scotch horſe, 
quoth my father haſtily. He cannot bear a 
ſaddle upon his back, quoth Obadiah, for the 
whole world. The devil's in that horſe; 
then take PATRIOT, cried my father, and ſhut 
the door PATRIOT is fold, ſaid Obadiah— 
Here's for you! cried my father. making a 
pauſe, and looking in my uncle Toby's face, as 
if the thing had not been a matter of fa&t.—Your 
worſhip ordered me to ſell himſelf laſt April, ſaid 
Obadiah——Then go on foot for your pains, | 


cried 
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cried my father. I had much rather walk 
than ride, ſaid Obadiah, ſhutting the door. _ 

What plagues ! cried my father, going on 
with his calculation. But the waters are out, 
ſaid Obadiah,—opening the door again. 

Till that moment, my father, who had a 
map of Sanſon's, and a book of the poſt roads 
before him, had kept his hand upon the head of 
his compaſſes, with one foot of them fixed upon 
Nevers, the laſt ſtage he had paid for purpoſing 
to go on from that point with his journey and 
calculation, as ſoon as Obadiah quitted the room; 
but this ſecond attack of Obadiah's, in opening 
the door and laying the whole country under 
water, was too much He let go his com- 
paſſes—or rather with a mixed motion betwixt 
accident and anger, he threw them upon the 
table; and then there was nothing for him to do, 
but to return back to Calais [like many others] 
as wiſe as he had ſet out. 

When the letter was brought into the par- 
lour, which contained the news of my brother's 
death, my father had got forwards again upon 
his journey, to within a ſtride of the compaſſes 
of the very ſame ſtage of Nevres.— By your 
leave, Monſ. Sanſon, cried my father, ſtriking 
the point of his compaſſes through Nevers into 
the table and nodding to my uncle Toby, to 
ſee. what was in the letter, - twice of one night 
is too much for an Engliſh! gentleman and his 
fon, Mon. Sanſon, to be turned back from ſo 
louſy a town as Nevers, — what think'ſt tliou, 
Toby, added my father in a ſprighily tone.— 
Unleſs it be a garriſon town, ſaid my uncle To- 
by, — for then—T ſhall be a focl, ſaid my father 
ſmiling to himſelf, as long as I live: So giving 


a ſecond nod— and keeping his compaſſes ſtill 
upon 
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upon Nevers with one hand, and holding his 
book of the poſt-roads in the other—half calculat- 
ing and half liſtening, he leaned forwards upon 
the table with both elbows, as my uncle Toby 
hummed over the letter. 


— 
— 
— 


— : : bie's gone! 
ſaid m „ üntſe Tel oby— —Where—Who ? 
cried my father— - My nephew, ſaid my 


uncle Toby What without leave 
without money without governor | ? cried my 
father in amazement. No: he is dead, 
my dear brother, quoth my uncle Toby 
Wutom being ill ? cried my father again, 
dare ſay not, faid my uncle Toby, in a low voice, 
and fetching a deep ſigh from the bottom of his 
heart, he has been ill enough, poor lad ! PII 
anſwer for him—for he is dead. 
When Agrippina was told of her ſon's death, 
Tacitus informs us, that not being able to mo- 
derate the violence of her paſſions, the abruptly 
broke off her work My father ſtuck his 
compaſſes into Nevers, but ſo much the faſter. 
X What contrarieties | his, indeed, Was 
matter of calculation——Agrippina' 8 muſt have 
been quite a different affair; who elſe could pre- 
tend to reaſon from hiſtory 7 ? 
How my father went on, in my opinion, de- 
ü ſerves a chapter to itſell— 


Vor. II. "= 1 I CHAT 
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7 L * 


And a chapter it ſhall Hy 
a a devil of a one too ſo look to your- 
ſelves. 

*Tis either Plato, or Plutarch, or Seneca, or 
Xenophon, or EpiQetus or Theophraſtus, or Lu- 
clan———or ſome one perhaps of later date— 
either Cardan or Budæus, or Petrarch, or Stella 
or poſſibly it may be ſome divine or father of 
the church, St. Auſtin, or St. Cyprian, or Ber- 
nard, who affirms that it is an irreſi ſtible and 
Aatural paſſion to weep for the loſs of our friends 
or children and Seneca [Pm poſitive] tells us 
ſomewhere, that ſuch griefs evacuate : themſelves 
beſt by that. particular channel And ac- 
cordingly we find, that David. wept for his ſon 
Abſalom—Adrian for his Antinous Niobe for 
her children, and that Apollodorus and Crito both 
ſhed tears for Socrates before his death. _ -. 
My father managed his affliction otherwiſe ; 
and indeed differently from moſt men either an- 
cient or modern; for he neither wept it away, as 
the Hebrews and the Romans or ſlept it off, 
as the Laplanders—or hang'd 1 it, as the. Englith, 
or drowned. it, as the Germans —nor did he 
curſe it, or damn it, or excommunicate it, or 
rhyme it, or lillabullero it..— 

He got rid of it, however. : 8 5 

Will your worſhips give me leave to queeze 
in a ſtory between theſe two pages? 

When Tully was bereft of his dear daughter 
Tullia, at firſt he laid it to his heart, he liſ- 


tened to the voice of nature, and modulated his 
| | 1 — own 
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own unto it O my Tullia | my daughter! 
my child! —ſtill, ſtill, ſtill, —rwas O my 
Tullia !—my Tullia ! Methinks I ſee my Tullia, 

I hear my Tullia. I talk with my Tullia.— 
But as ſoon as he began to look into the ſtores 
of philoſophy, and conſider how many excellent 
things might be ſaid upon the occaſion no 
body upon earth can conceive, ſays the great 
orator, how happy, how joyful it made me. 
My father was as proud of his eloquence as 
Marcus TuLLtivs CicxRo could be for his 
life, and for aught I am convinced of to the 
contrary at preſent, with as much reaſon : it 
was indeed his ſtrength—and his weakneſs too. 
—His ſtrength—for he was by nature elo- 
quent — and his weakneſs——for he was 
hourly a dupe to it :—and provided an occaſion 
in life would but permit him to ſhew his talents, 
or ſay either a wiſe thing, a witty, or a ſhrewd 
one (bating the caſe of a ſyſtematick misfor.- 
tune) he had all he wanted. A bleſ- 
ſing which tied up my father's tongue, and a 
misfortune which ſet it looſe with a good grace, 
were pretty equal: ſometimes, indeed, the miſ- 
fortune was the better of the two; for inſtance, 
where the pleaſure of the harangue was as ten, 
and the pain of the misfortune but as five 
my father gained half in half, and conſequently 
was as well again off, as if it never had befallen 
him, . | „„ 
This clue will unravel, what otherwiſe would 
ſeem very inconſiſtent in my father's domeſtick 
character; and it is this, that in the provoca- 
tions ariſing from the neglects and blunders of 
ſervants, or other miſhaps unavoidable in a fa- 
4 | mily, . 


1 . 
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mily, his anger, or rather the duration of it, 
eternally ran counter to all conjecture. 

My father had a favourite little mare, which 
he had conſigned over to a moſt beautiful Ara- 
bian horfe, in order to have a pad out of her 
for his own riding: he was ſanguine in all his 
projects; ſo talked about his pad every day with 
as abſolute a ſecurity, as if it had been reared, 
broke, —and bridled and ſaddled at his door 
ready for mounting. By ſome neglect or other 
in Gbadiah, it ſo fell out, that my father's ex- 
pectations were anſwered with nothing better 
| than a mule, and as ugly a beaſt of the kind as 
ever was produced. 

My mother and my uncle Toby expected my 
father would be the death of Obadiah—and that 
there never would be an end of the diſaſter 
See here | you raſcal, cried my father, pointing 
to the mule, what you have done!——Tt was 
not I, ſaid Obadiah. How do I know that ? 
replied my father. 

Triumph ſwam 1 in my father 8 eyes, at the re- 

artee—the Attic ſalt brought water into them 
and ſo Obadiah heard no more about it. 

Yow let us go back to my brother's death. 

"Philoſophy has a fine ſaying for every thing 
For Death it has an entire ſet ; the miſery was, 
they, all at once ruſhed into, my father's head, 
that *twas difficult to ſtring them together, ſo as 

make any thing of a conſiſtent ſhow out of 
them .— He took them as they came. 

"66 "PE an inevitable chance the firſt ſtatute 
« in Magna Charta—it is an everlaſting act of 
6 parliament, my dear brother, — All muſt die. 

“If my ſon could not have died, it had been 


oc er of wonder, — not that he is dead. 
& Monarchs 
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«© Monarchs and princes dance in the ſame 
«rom with us, den % e 

© ——— To die, is the great debt and tri- 
c bute due unto nature: tombs and monu- 
& ments, which ſhould perpetuate our meme- 
& ries, pay it themſelves ; and the proudeſt py- 
&© ramid of them all, which wealth and ſcience 
& have erected, has loſt its apex, and ſtands 
ce Obtruncated in the traveller's horizon.“ (My 
father found he got great caſe, and went on)— 
* Kingdoms and provinces, and towns and ci- 
“ ties, have they not their periods? and when 
c thoſe principles and powers, which at firſt ce- 
“ mented and put them together, have per- 
4 formed their ſeveral evolutions, they fall 
* back.” .. Brother Shandy, ſaid my uncle 
Toby, laying down his pipe at the word evolu- 
tions — Revolutions, I meant, quoth my father 
—by heaven! I meant revolutions, brother To- 
by—evolutions is nonſenſe. —* Tis not nonſenſe 
—ſaid my uncle Toby. But is it not nonſenſe to 
break the thread of ſuch a diſcourſe, upen ſuch 
an occaſion ? cried my father do not dear 
Toby, continued he, taking him by the hand; 
do not do not, I beſeech thee, interrupt me 
at this criſis. My uncle Toby put his pipe into 
his mouth. _ | 1333 

Where is Troy and Mycenæ, and Thebes 
and Delos, and Perſepolis, and Agrigentum”” 
continued my father, taking up his book of 
poſt- roads, which he had laid down. —“ What 
<* 1s become, brother Toby, of Nineveh and 
Babylon, of Cyzicum and Mitylenæ? the fair- 
55 eſt towns that ever the ſun roſe upon, are now 
no more: the names only are left, and thoſe 
< [for many of them are wrong ſpelt] are fall- 

Fr FE F 3 “ing 
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*« ing themſelves by piecemeal to decay, and 
*in length of time will be forgotten, and in- 
e volved with every thing in a perpetual night: 
„the world itſelf, brother Toby, muſt—muſt 
«+6'/come to an en. 

„ Returning out of Aſia, when I failed from 
$6; Ægina towards Megara, (when can this have 
been ? thought my uncle Toby) ] began to view 
* the country round about. Ægina was behind 
„me, Megara was before, Pyræus on the right 
*. hand, Corinth on the left. What flouriſh- 
<« ing towns now proſtrate upon the earth | 
«© Alas ! alas! ſaid I to myſelf, that man ſhould 
„ difturb his ſoul for the loſs of a child, when 
* fo much as this lies awfully buried in his pre- 
< ſence. Remember, ſaid I to myſelf * 
remember thou art a man.“ 

Now my uncle Toby knew not that this laſt 
paragraph was an extract of Servius Sulpicius's 
conſolatory letter to Tully. He had as little ſkill, 
honeſt man, in the fragments, as he had in the 
whole pieces of antiquity. —And as my 
father, whilſt he was concerned in the Turkey 
trade, had been three or four different times in 
the Levant, in one of which he had ſtaid a 
whole year and a half at Zant, my uncle Toby 
naturally concluded, that in ſome one of theſe 
periods he had taken a trip acroſs the Archipela- 
go into Aſia ; and that all this ſailing affair with 
Zgina behind, and Megara before, and Pyræus 
on the right hand, &c. &c. was nothing more 


than the true courſe of my father's voyage and 


reflegtions ———*T was certainly in his manner, 
and many -an undertaking critick would have 
built two ſtories higher upon worſe foundations. 


And pray, brother, quoth my uncle To- 
by. 


* —_ ** . 2 * 5 85 9 * 
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by, laying the end of his pipe upon my father” O 
hand in a kindly way of interruption but 
waiting till he finiſhed the account—what year 
of our Lord was this ?- —"T'was no year of 
our Lord, replicd my father. That's im- 
poſſible, cried my uncle Toby. Simpleton f 
ſaid my father, *twas forty years eine Chriſt 
was born. 

My uncle Toby had but two things for it; ei- 
ther to ſuppoſe his brother to be the wandering 
Jew, or that his misfortunes had diſordered his 
brain. « May the Lord God of heaven 
and earth prote& him and reſtore him,“ ſaid 
my uncle Toby, praying my tor my father, 
and with tears in his eyes. | 
— My father placed the tears to a proper 
account, and went on with his harangue with 
great ſpirit. 

„There is not ſuch great odds, brother To- 
© by betwixt good and evil, as the world ima- 
6 gines? —this way of ſetting off, by the bye, 
was not likely to cure my uncle Toby's ſuſpicions. 

Labour, ſorrow, grief, fi —_— want, 
c and woe are the ſauces of life.“ Much 
good may do them —faid my uncle Toby to him-- 
elf —“— My ſon is dead |/——ſo much the 
better; 'tis a ſhame in ſuch a * to 
“have but one anchor.” 
But he is gone for ever form us be it 
«© fo. He is got from under the hands of his 
* barber before he was bald. le is but riſen 


from a feaſt before he was ſurfeited from a 

1 banquet before he had got drunken.“ 
© The Thracians wept when a child was 
« born” —(and we were very near it, quoth my 
uncle Toby)“ and feaſted and made merry 
F 4 * when 


+ 
, 
7 
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* 
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* when a man went out of the world; and 
4 with reaſon- Death opens the gate of 
& fame, and lh the gate of enyy after it — it 
cc unlooſes the chain of the captive, and puts 
« the bondſman's taſk into another man's | 
6 hands.” | 

« Shew me the man, who no hat life 
* 1s, who dreads it, and I'll ſhow thee a priſon- - 
5 er who dreads his liberty. 

Is it not better, my dear brother Toby, (for 
mark —our, appetites are but diſeaſes) is it 
not better not to hunger at fall, than to eat ?— | 
not to thirſt, than to take phyſic to cure it? 
Is it not better to be freed from cares and 
agues, from love and melancholy and the other 


hot and cold fits of life, than, like a galled tra- 


veller, who comes weary to his inn, to be bound 
to begin his journey afreſh ? 

There is no terror, brother T 'oby, i in ds ke 
but what it borrows from groans and convul- 
ſions -and the blowing of noſes, and the 
wiping away of tears with the bottoms of cur- 


tains in a dying man's room. —Ddtrip it of 
theſe, what is it ?—— Tis better- in battle than 
in bed, ſaid my uncle Toby.— — 


its herſes, its mutes, and its mourning,—its 
plumes, ſcutcheons, and other mechanic aids 
What is it? — Better in battle ! continued 
my father, ſmiling, for he had abſolutely forgot 


my brother Bobby tis terrible no way for 
conſider, brother Toby, when we are — death is 


not z— and when death is - we are not. My un- 


cle Toby laid down his pipe to conſider the pro- 
poſition; my father's eloquence was too rapid to 
ſtay for any man—away it went. and hurrie@ 


my uncle Toby's ideas * Witk it. 40 


- 


For 
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For this reaſon, continued my father, tis 
worthy to recollect, how little alteration in great 
men, the approaches of death have made 
Veſpaſian died in a jeſt upon his cloſeſtoolGal- 
ba with a ſentence — Septimius Severus in a diſ- 
patch Tiberius in diſſimulation, and Caſar Au- 
guſtus in a compliment.— I hope, twas a ſincere 
one — quoth my uncle Toby. SM 

—?Twas to his wife, — ſaid my father. 


CHAP AV; 

| And laſtly for of all the choice 
anecdotes which hiſtory can produce of this mat-- 

ter, continued my father, — this, like the gilded: 

dome which covers in the fabrick—— crowns 


all | 5 : 

»Tis of: Cornelius Gallus, the prætor | 
which, I dare ſay, brother Toby, you have read 
II dare ſay I have not, replied my uncle. 
Ile died, ſaid my father, as 

30h 


VVV „ 
— And if it was with his wife, ſaid 


my uncle Toby — there could be no hurt in, 

it. That's more than I know - replied my 

father. 4 Tok: 1 
CHAP. V. 


M: mother was going very gingerly in the 
dark along the paſſage which led to the 
parlour, as my uncle Toby pronounced the word 


wife. Tis a ſhrill, penetrating ſound of 
itſelf, and Obadiah had helped it by leaving the 
5 5 | door: 


A 


[1 

. 
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door a little a-jar, ſo that my mother heard 


enough of it, to imagine herſelf the ſubje& of 
the converſation : ſo laying the edge of her fin- 
ger acroſs her two lips——holding in her breath, 
and bending her head a little downwards, with 
a twiſt of her neck (not towards the door, 
but from it, by: which means her ear was 
brought to the chink—ſhe liſtened with all her 
powers : the liſtening ſlave, with the God- 


deſs of Silence at his back, could not have giv- 
en a finer thought for an intaglio. | 


In this attitude I am determined to let her 
ſtand for five minutes: till I bring up the affairs 
of the kitchen (as Rapin does 1 of the church) 
to n _ he's eat 


en 


HOUGH in one ante our r was 
certainly a ſimple machine, as it conſiſted 

ot a few wheels; yet there was thus much to be 
ſaid for it, that theſe wheels were ſet in motion 


by ſo many different ſprings, and acted one up- 


on the other from ſuch a variety of ſtrange prin- 
ciples and impulſes—that though it was a ſimple 
machine, it had allgghe honour and advantages 
of a complex one,—and a number of as odd 
movements within 1t, as ever were beheld in the 
Inſide of a Duteh Glk-mith 

Amongft theſe there was one, I am going to 
ſpeak of, in which, perhaps, it was not altoge- 


ther ſo ſingular, as in many others; and it was 


this, that whatever motion, debate, harangue, 


dialogue, project, or diſſertation, was going 


kehr args in the Nara, there was generally an- 
Hi aher. 
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other at the ſame time, and upon the ſame ſub- 


je&, running parallel along with it in the kitch- 
en | | | : 

Now to bring this about, whenever an ex- 
traordinary meſſage, or letter, was delivered in 
the parlour, — or a diſcourſe ſuſpended till a ſer- 


vant went out. — or the lines of diſcontent were 


obſerved to hang upon the brows of my father 
or mother or, in ſhort, when any thing was: 
ſuppoſed to be upon the tapis worth knowing or 
liſtening to, twas the rule to leave the door, not 
abſolutely ſhut, but ſomewhat a- jar as it ſlands- 
juſt now, which, under covert of the bad 
hinge, (and that poſſibly might be one of the 
many reaſons why it was never mended) it was 
not difficult to manage; by which means, in all 
theſe caſes, a paſſage was generally leſt, not in- 
deed as wide as the Dardanells, but wide 
enough, for all that, to carry on as much of this 
windward trade, as was ſufficient to ſabse my fa-. 
ther the trouble of governing his houſe ; ——— 
my mother at this moment ſtands profiting by 
it. ——Obagiah did the ſame thing, as ſoon 
as he had left the letter upon the table, which 
brought the news of my brother's death; ſo 


that before my father had well got over his ſur- 


prize, and entered upon his harangue, had 
Trim got upon his legs, to, ſpeak his ſentiments 
upon the ſubject. „ 2 
A curious obſerver - of nature; had he been 
worth the inventory of all Job's ſtock - though, 
by. the bye, your curious obſervers are ſeldom 
worth a groat would have given the half of it, 
to have heard. Corporal Trim and my father, 
two orators ſo contraſted by nature and educa- 


tion, haranguing over the ſame bier. 


My, 
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My father| a man of deep reading prompt 
memory—with Cato, and Seneca, and Epictetus 
at his fingers ends. 

The corporal—with nothing to remember 
Fer no deeper reading than his muſter- roll 
or greater names at his fingers bar than the 
contents of it. 

The one. proceeding from period to period, 
by metaphor and alluſion, and ſtriking the fan- 
cy as he went along, (as men of wit and fancy 


do) with the entertainment wot" per e of his 
pictures and images. | 


The other, without wit or witicheſis; or point, 
or turn, this way or that; but leaving the ima- 
ges on one ſide, and the pictures on the other, 
going ſtraight forwards as nature could lead 


him, to the heart. * O Trim! would to heaven 


thou had'ſt a better hiſtorian !——would I thy 
hiſtorian had a better pair of breeches. =O ye 
priticks * will OY _— vou! * 


CHAP. VII. 


My young aller i in London i is «dead [ 
faid Obadiah ” 

—— —A green lattin Kent of my 
mother's, which had been twice ſcoured, was 
the firſt idea which Obadiah's exclamation 
brought into Suſannah's  head.- Well 
might Locke write a chapter. upon the imperfec- 
tions of words: Then, quoth Sufannah, 
we muſt all go into mourning. But note a 
ſecond time : the word mourning, notwithſtand- 
ing Suſannah made uſe of it herſelf failed al- 


ſo of doing its office; it excited not one ſingle 
Kms 
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idea, - tinged either with grey or black, all 


was green. —The en ſattin night-gown 
hung there ſtill. 171 

— ! *twill be the death of my poor 
miſtreſs, cried Suſannah. My mother's 


whole wardrobe: followed.— What a pro- 
ceſſion l her red "damaſk, ——her orange-tawny, 
her white and yellow luſterings, her 
brown taffata, - her bone-laced caps, her bed- 
gowyns, and comfortable under-petticoats. 
Not a rag was left behind.—“ No—ſhe will ne- 
“ ver look up again,“ ſaid Suſannah. 

We had a fat fooliſh ſcullion—my father, 1 
think,” kept her for her ſimplicity ;——ſhe. had been 
all autumn ſtruggling with a dropſy.— Ile is 
dead —ſaid Obadiah, — he is certainly dead — 
So am not I; ſaid the fooliſh ſcullion. 

Ban is ſad news, Trim! cried Suſannah, 


wiping her eyes as Trim ſtepp'd into the kitchen, 1 
—maſter Bobby is dead and buried, — the funerap-*-*** 


was an interpolation of Suſannah's, we ſhal : have 
all to go into mourning, ſaid Suſannah. / = 
I hope not, ſaid Trim. You Hope not! 
cried Suſannah earneſtly.——The mourning ran 
not in Trim's head, whatever it did in Suſan- 
nab's —I hope—ſaid. Trim, explaining himſelf, 
I hope in God the news is not true. I heard 
the letter read with my own ears, anſwered Oba- 
diam; and we ſhall have a terrible piece of work 
of it in ſtubbing the ox-moor.——Oh! he's dead, 
ſaid Suſannah. As ſure, ſaid the nn a8 1 
am alive. | 
I lament for him from my heart nd my ſoul; 
ſaid Trim, fetching a ſigh. Poor creature !— 
r boy ! poor gentleman |! - 
fri — 4 Ret wy alive laſt Whutſuntide,. _ 
the 
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the coachman.- Whitſuntide ! alas! cried 
Trim, extending his er arm, and falling in- 
ſtantly into the ſame attitude in which he read 
the ſermon, ——what is Whitſuntide, Jonathan, 
(tor that was the coachman's name) or Shrove- 
tide, or any tide or time paſt to this? Are we 
not here now, continued the corporal, (ſtriking 
the end of his ſtick perpendicularly upon the 
floor, fo as to give an idea of health and ſtabili- 
ty)—and are we not (dropping his hat upon the 

round) gone l in a moment "Twas infi- 
nitely ſtriking! Suſannah burſt into a flood of 
tears. We are not ſtocks and ſtones.—— 
Jonathan, Obadiah, the cook-maid, all melta$ 
Ihe fooliſh fat ſcullion herſelf, who was 
ſcouring a fiſh-kettle upon her knees, was rouſed 
with it. The whole kitchen crowded about 
the corporal. 

Now. as. I perceive plainly, that the preſerva« 
tion of our conſtitution in church and 'iſtate,,w——. 
and poſſibly the preſervation of the Whole world 
—or what is the ſame thing, the diſtribution and. 
balance of its property and power, may in time 
to come depend greatly upon the right under- 
ſtanding of this ſtroke of the corporal's elo- 
quence Ido demand your attention, your 
worſhips and reverences, for any ten pages to- 
gether, take them where you will in any other: 
part of the work, ſhall fleep for it at your eaſe. 

I ſaid, ©© we are not ſtocks. and ſtones” ———. 
tis very wel. Iſhould:have added, not are we 
angels: I wiſh we were, — but men cloathed, 
with bodies, and governed by our imaginations; 
—and what a junketting piece of work of it 
there is, betwixt theſe and our ſeven ſenſes, eſ- 
pectall ſome of them, for my own part, I on 

it, 
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it, I am aſhamed to confeſs. -Let it ſuffice to 
affirm, that of all the ſenſes, the eye, (for I ab- 
ſolutely deny the touch, though moſt of your 
Barbati, I know, are for it) has the quickeſt 
commerce with the ſoul, — gives a ſmarter ſtroke, 
and leaves ſomething more inexpreſſible upon the 
tancy, than words can either convey—or ſome- 
times get rid of. 

—Pve-gone a little about—no matter, *tis for 
health—let us only carry it back in our mind to 
the mortality of Trim's hat. —© Are we not here 
„ now—and gone in a moment?“ There 
was nothing in the ſentence — twas one of your 
ſelf-evident truths we have the advantage of hear- 
ing every day; and if Trim had not truſted more 
to his hat than his head—he had made nothing at 
all of it. 


& Are we not here now ; ”——continued 
the corporal, ©* and are we not” 
his hat plumb upon the ground and pauſing, 
before he pronounced the word)—** gone! in 
«© a moment ?” The deſcent of the hat was as 
if a heavy lump of clay had been kneaded into 
the crown of it. —Nothing could have expreſſed 
the ſentiment of mortality, of which it was the. 
type and forerunner, like it, —his hand: ſeemed 
to vaniſh from under it,—it fell dead,—the cor-. 
poral's eye fixed upon it, as upon a corps, 
and Suſannah burſt into a flood of tears. 

Now- Ten thouſand, and. ten: thouſand: 
times ten thouſand (for matter and motion are. 
infinite) are the ways by which a hat may be 
dropped upon the ground, without any effe&t.— 
Had he flung it, or thrown it, or caſt it, or, 
ikimmed it, or ſquirted it, or let it flip or fall in 
any poſſible direction under heaven, —or in the, 


beſt; 


(dropping - 
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beſt direction that could be given to 8 he 
dropped it like a gooſe — like a puppy like an 
aſs or in doing it, or even after he had done it, 
had he looked like a fool, -- like a ninny---like 
a nicompoop---it had failed, and the effe upon 
the heart had been loſt. 
Ye who govern this mighty world and its 
mighty concerns with the engines of eloquence, 
who heat it, and cool it, and melt it, and 
mollify it,---and then harden it again to your 
purpoſe. 
Ye who wind and turn the paſſions with this 
great windlaſs,---and, having done it, lead the 
owners of them, whither ye think meet —— _ 
Ve, laſtly, who drive---and why not, Ye alſo 
who are driven, like turkeys to market, with a 
ſtick and a red clout meditate---meditate, 1 


beſeech you, en Trim's hat. 


CHAP. VIII. 


TAY---I have a ſmall account to ſettle with 
the reader, before Trim can go on with his 
harangue.---It ſhall be done in two minutes. 
Amongſt many other book-debts, all of which 
I ſhall diſcharge in due time,---I own myſelf a 
debtor to the world for two items, —a chapter 
upon chamber-maids and button holes, which, in 
the former part of my work, I promiſed and 
fully intended to pay off this year: but ſome of 
our worſhips. and reverences telling me, that 
the two ſubjects, eſpecially ſo connected toge- 
ther, might endanger the morals of the world, 
II pray the chapter upon chamber-maids ond 


button-holes may. be forgiven me,———and that 
| 19 


TRISTRAM SHANDY, Gent. 147 


they will accept of the laſt chapter in lieu of it; 
which is nothing, an't pleaſe your reverences, 
but a chapter of chan, ee 
and old hats. 

Trim took his off he om put it upon 
his head;—and then went on with his oration 
upon death! in the manner and form following. 


CHAP. IX. 


— — To us, "Tappan, 1 3 not 
what want or care is who live here in the ſer- 
vice of two of the beſt of maſters—(bating in 
my own caſe his majeſty King William the 
Third, whom I had the honour. to ſerve both 
in Ireland and Flanders)—I own it, that from 
Whitſuntide to within three weeks of Chriſtmas, 
'tis not long—tis like nothing; but to 
thoſe, Jonathan, who know what death 1s, and 
what havock and deſtruction he can make, be- 
fore a man can well wheel about “tis Iike a 
whole age. —0 Jonathan! 'twould make a 
good-natured man's heart bleed, to conſider, 
continued the corporal, (ſtanding perpendicular- 
ly) how low many a brave and upright fellow 
has been laid ſince that time And truſt me, 
Suſy, added the corporal, turning to Suſannah, 
whoſe eyes were ſwimming in water -before 
that time comes round 2 many a bright 
eye will be dim. Siçſannah placed it to 
the right ſide of the page -ſhe wept but ſhe 
court'ſied too. Are we not, continued Trim, 
looking ſtill at Suſannah- are we not like a flow- 
er of the field a tear of pride ſtole in betwixt 


every two tears of humiliation——elſe no tongue 
could 


1 
4 


8 
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could have deſcribed Suſannah's afflition—is not 
all fleſh graſs? —*Tis clay, —' tis dirt. 
They all looked directly at the ſcullion. the 
ſcullion had juſt been ſcouring a fiſh-kettle---It 
was not fair. 
What is the fineſt face that ever man n look- 
ed at !—T could hear Trim talk ſo for ever, cried 
Suſannah,—what is it! (Suſannah laid her hand 
upon Trim's Thoulder)—but corruption ?—Su- 
ſannah took it off, | 
Now I love you for this—and tis this de- 
licious mixture within you, which makes you, 
dear creatures, what you are—and he who hates 
you for it—all I can ſay of the matter, is—That 
he has either a pumkin for his head---or a pippin 
for his heart,---and whenever he is diſſected 
*twill be found ſo. 


C HAP. X 


HETHER Suſannah, by taking her 
hand too ſuddenly from off the corpo- 
ral's ſhoulder, (by the whiſking about of her 
paſſions) broke a little the chain of his refleQi- 
ons·— 

Or whether the corporal began to be ſuſpi- 
cious, he had got into the doctor's quarters, and 


Was talking more like the chaplain than him- 


ſelf- 
| Or whether - - JJ 
Or whether —— for in all ſuch caſes a man of 


invention and parts may with pleaſure fill a cou- 
ple of pages with ſuppoſitions which of all 
theſe was the cauſe, let the curious e rad 


or the curious any body determine tis certain 
At 
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at leaſt, the corporal went on thus with his ha- 
rangue. | 

For my own part, I declare it, that out of 
doors, I value not death at all not this—ad- 
ded the corporal ſnapping his fingers, —but with 
an air which no one but the corporal could have 
given to the ſentiment.— In battle, I value death 
not this... and let him not take me cowardly 
like poor Joe Gibbins, in ſcouring his gun. 
What is he? A pull of a trigger ——a puſh of a 
bayonet an inch this way or that=——makes the 
difference. Look along the line - to the right 
ſee ! Jack's down ! well, —'tis worth a regiment 
of horſe to him No—'tis Dick. Then Jack's 
no worſe. Never mind which, — we paſs on. — 
in hot purſuit the wound itſelf which brings him 
is not felt the beſt way is to ſtand up to 
him. the man who flies, is in ten times 
more danger than the man who marches up in- 
to his Jaws. Pve looked him, added the cor- 
poral, an hundred times in the face, and know 
what he is. He's nothing, Obadiah, at all in 
the field. ——But he's very frightful in an houſe, 
quoth Obadiah.——1 never mind it myſelf, ſaid 
Jonathan, upon a coach-box. It muſt, in my 
opinion, be moſt natural in bed, replied Suſan- 
nah. And could I eſcape him by creeping 
into the worſt calf's ſkin that ever was made into 
a knapſack, I would do it there ſaid Trim--- 
but that is nature. . 

Nature is nature, ſaid Jonathan. — And that 
is the reaſon, cried Suſannah, I ſo much pity my 
miſtreſs. She will never get the better of 
it. Now I pity the captain the moſt of any one 
in the family, anſwered Trim. Madam will get 
eaſe of heart in weeping---and the Squire in talk- 

| ing 


— 
6 EB. ac 
* " 9 


5 - N 7 99 5 — 
* NT 


I50 The L1Ft and Oy1NIoNs of 


ing about it,. but my poor maſter will keep it 
all in filence to himſelf. I ſhall hear him ſigh 
in his bed for a whole month together, as he 
did for lieutenant Le Fever. An' pleaſe your 
honour, do not ſigh ſo piteouſly, I would ſay 
to him as I lay beſide him. I cannot help 
it, Trim, my maſter would fay, tis 
ſo melancholy an accident I cannot get it 


off my heart. Your honour fears not death 


yourſelf. [ hope, Trim, I fear nothing, he 


would ſay, but the doing a wrong thing. Well, 


he would add, whatever betides, I will take 
care of Le Fever's boy. And with that, 
like a quieting draught, his honour would fall 
aſleep. 

I like to here Trim's ſtories about the captain, 
ſaid Suſannah. He is a kindly-hearted gentle- 
man, ſaid Obadiah, as ever lived. Aye, 
and as brave a one too, ſaid the corporal, as ever 
ſtept before a platoon. There never was a 
better officer in the king's army, or a better 
man in God's world; for he would march up to 
the mouth of a cannon, though he ſaw the 
lighted match at the very touch- hole, — and yet, 
for all that, he has a heart as ſoft as a child for 
other people. —He would not hurt a chicken.— 
I would ſooner, quoth Jonathan, drive ſuch a 
gentleman for ſeven pounds a year- than 
ſome for eight. —— Thank thee, Jonathan] for 
thy twenty ſhillings--as much, Jonathan, ſaid the 
corporal, ſhaking him by the hand, as if thou 
hadſt put the money into my own pocket.—I 
would ſerve him to the day of my death out of 
love. He is a friend and a brother to me—and 
could I be ſure my poor brother Tom was dead 


continued the corporal, taking out his handker- 
| chief, 
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chief, was I worth ten thoufand pounds, k 

would leave every ſhilling of it to the captain— 
Trim could not refrain from tears at this teſta- 
nary proof he gave of his affection to his 
maſter. The whole kitchen was affected. 
Do tell us this 2_ of the poor lieutenant, faid 
Suſannah— with all my heart, anſwered the 
corporal. 

Suſannah, the cook, Jonathan, Obadiah, and 
corporal Trim, formed a circle about the fire; ; 
and as ſoon as the ſcullion had ſhut the kitchen 
door, — the corporal began. 


CHAP. XI. 


Am a Turk if I had not as much forgot my 

mother, as if nature had plaſtered me up, 
and ſet me down naked upon the banks of the 
river Nile, without one. — Your moſt obedient 
ſervant, Madam, —l've coſt you a great deal of 
trouble. — I wiſh it may anſwer—but you have 
left a crack in my back, and here's a great 
piece fallen off here before, and what 
muſt I do with this foot —4 ſhall never reach 
England with it. 

For my own part I never wendet at any thing; 
and ſo often has: my judgment deceived me in 
my life, that I always ſuſpect it, right or 
wrong, — at leaſt I am ſeldom hot upon cold 
ſubjects. For all this, Ireverence truth as much 
. as any body; and when it has ſlipped us, if a 
man will but take me by the hand, and go quiet- 
iy and ſearch for it, as for a thing we have both 
loſt, and can neither of us do well without, 


PI go to the world's end with him — 
hate 
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hate diſputes, — and therefore (bating religious 
points, or ſuch as touch ſociety) I would almoſt 
ſubſcribe to any thing which does not choak me 
in the firſt paſſage, rather than be drawn into 

one. —But I cannot bear ſuffocation, and 
bad ſmells worſt of all. For which reaſons, I 
reſolved from the beginning, That if ever the ar- 
my of martyrs was to be augmented, —or a new. 
one raiſed, I would have no hand in it, one "ay 


or t'other. 


CHAP. XII. 


U T to return to my mother: My 
uncle Toby's opinion, Madam, 
cc that there could be no harm in Cornelius 
% Gallus, the Roman prætor's lying with his 
% wife ;“ or rather the laſt word of that opi- 
nion, — (for it was all my mother heard of it) 
caught hold of her by the weak part of the 
whole ſex :—You ſhall not miſtake me, -I mean 
her curioſity, —ſhe. inſtantly concluded herſelf 
the ſubject of the converſation, and with that 
prepoſſeſſion upon her fancy, you will readily. 
conceive every word my father ſaid, was accom- 
modated either to herſelf, or her ani concerns. 
Pray, Madam, in what ſtreet does the lady 
live, who would not have done the ſame ? . 
From the ſtrange mode of Cornelius's death, 
my father had made a tranſition to that of So- 
crates, and was giving my uncle Toby, an abſtract 
of his pleading before his judges ;—'twas irre- 
ſiſtible : : not the oration oi Socrates, but 


my father's * to it He had wrote 
5 Y the 
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5 the * Life of Socrates himſelf the year before be 
left off trade, which, I fear, was the means of 
haſtening him out of it; —ſo that no one was 
able to ſet out with ſo full a ſail, and in ſo ſwel- 
ling a tide of heroic loftineſs upon the occaſion, 
as my father was. Not a period in Socrates's 
oration, which cloſed with a ſhorter word than 
tranſmigration, or annihilation, or a worſe thought 
in the middle of it than to be——or not to be, — 
the entering upon a new and - untried ſtate of 
things, or, upon a long, a profound and peace- 
ful ſleep, without dreams, without diſturbance; 
That we and our children were born to die,. — 

but neither of us born to be ſlaves. No- there I 
miſtake ; that was part of Eleazer's oration, as 
recorded by Joſephus (de Bel. Judaic.)——Elea- 
zer owns he had it from the philoſophers of In- 
dia ; ; in all likelihood Alexander the Great, in 
his irruption into India, after he had over-run 
Perſia, amongſt the many things he ſtole, —ſtole 
that EN alſo; by which means it was car- 
ried, if not all the way by himſelf, (for we all 
know he died at Babylon) at leaſt by ſome of his 
maroders, into * from Greece it got to 
Rome, from Rome to France, and from 
France to England So things come round. 

By land Krlage, 3 can conceive no other wy 
way. — 

By water the ſentiment might eaſily have come 
| down the Ganges into.the Sinus Gangeticus, or 
Bay of Ba and ſo into the Indian Sea; and 

5 | | | following 


C This book my father oats never * conſent. to 
publiſh ; ; tis in manuſcrift, with ſome other tradts 
of bis, in the family, all or me of which will be 
printed 1 in due time. 


a 25 , * * 
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following the courſe of trade, (the way from In- | 
dia by the Cape of Good Hope being then un- 
known) might be carried with other drugs and 
ſpices up the Red Sea to Joddah, the port of 
Mecca, or elſe to Tor or Suez, towns at the bot- 
tom of the gulf; and from thence by karrawans 
to Coptos, but three days journey diſtant, fo dow 
the Nile directly to Alexandria, where the s Ex- F 
TIMENT would be landed at the very foot of the ; 
great ſtaircaſe of the Alexandrian library 
and from that ſtore-houſe it would be fetched — 


Bleſs me ! what a trade was driven' 20 the 


1 


learned in thoſe eld „ 


—— eee 
— 8 


8 H A P. xm. 5 
O my father hat a WL A he ; 
| tle like that of Job's, in caſe there 
ever was ſuch a man —if TOW: there” 8 an end 
= the matter. 5 
Though, by the bye, becauſe your late 
men find ſome difficulty 1 in fixing the preciſe ra 
in which ſo great a man lived whether, for | 4 
inſtance, before or after the pa alriarchs; &. 
88 vote, therefore, that he n never lived at all, is 1. 
*2 little cruel, tis not doing as they would be 
A by (happen that as it ma y)—My father, I 
ſay, kad a way, when, "thing s went. extremely 1 
wrong with him, eſpecially | upon, the firſt ſally 5 


of his. impatience ,—of wondering why he was $ 
begot,—wiſhing himſelf dead :——ſometimes = 
worſe :—And when the provocation ran hig, 
and grief ward his lips with more than ordi- KH 
nary Sir, you ſcarce could have diſ- 'F 
RN b Kim from Socrates bimſelf, CY 7 

Wor 3 
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word would breathe the ſentiments of a ſoul diſ- 
daining life, and careleſs about all its iſſues; for 
which reaſon, though my mother was a woman 
of no deep reading, yet the abſtract of Socrates's 
oration, which my father was giving my uncle 
Toby, was not altogether new to her.—She liſ- 
tened to it with compoſed intelligence, and would 
have done ſo to the end of the chapter, had not 
my father plunged (which he had no occaſion 
to have done) into that part of the pleading 
where the great philoſopher reckons up his con- 
nections, his alliances, and children; but re- 
nounces a ſecurity to be ſo won by working upon 
the paſſions of his judges. ] have friends 
&© I have relations,—I have three deſolate 
& children,” ſays Socrates.— | 

— Then, cried my mother, opening the door, 
—you have one more, Mr. Shandy, than I know 
of. 

By heaven! I have one leſs—ſaid my father, 
getting up and walking out of the room. 


CHAP. XIV. 


—'They are « Gorman 8 children, ſaid my uncle 
Toby. He has been dead a hundred years ago, 
replied my mother. 

My uncle Toby was no chronologer—ſo not 
caring to advance a ſtep but upon ſafe ground, 
he laid down his pipe deliberately upon the ta- 
ble, and riſing up, and taking my mother moſt 
kindly by the hand, without ſaying another word, 
either good or bad, to her, he led her out after 
my father, that he might finiſh the ecclairciſſe- 
ment himſelf. | 

Vor. II. 5 G | C H A P. 
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CHAP. XV. 


FAD this volume been a farce, which, un- 

Teſs every one's life and opinions are to be 

looked upon as a farce as well as mine, I ſee 

no reaſon to ſuppoſe—the Jaſt' chapter, Sir, had 

fiaiſhed the firſt act of it, and then this chapter 
muſt have ſet off thus. 

1. Pir. ar. r. ing — twing—twang—prot—trut 
tis a curſed bad fiddle Do you know whe- - 
ther my fiddle's in tune or no ?—trut...prut... 
They ſhould be fifths. "Tis wicked- 
17 rung — cr. a. e. i. O. u. t wa — The 
bridge is a mile too high, and the ſound.- -poſt 
abſolutely down——elſe trut....prut—hark | 
*tis not ſo bad a tone Diddle, diddle, did- 
dle, diddle, diddle, dum. There is nothing in 
playing before good judges, but there's a man 
there——no——not him with the bundle un- 
dier his arm the grave man in black. — 
S'death ! not the gentleman with the ſword on. 
Sir, I had rather play a Caprichio to Calli- 
ope herſelf, than draw my bow acroſs my fiddle 
before that very man; and yet I'll ſtake my Cre- 
mona to a Jew's trump, Which is the greateſt mu- 
{ical odds that ever were laid, that I will this mo- 
ment ſtop three hundred and fifty leagues out of 
tune upon my fiddle, without puniſhing one ſin- 
gle nerve that belongs to him. —T wad- 
ate diddle, tweddle diddle⁊yaꝗʒ twiddle diddle, 
twoddle diddle, ——twuddle diddle,—prut- trut 
—kriſh—kraſh—kroſb. -I've undone you, 


81 but vou ſec 5 is no worſe, — and 
| wa? 
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was Apollo to take his fiddle after me, he can 


5 make him no better. 


Diddle diddle, diddle, malte diddle, diddle=- 
hum — dum — drum. 1 
Your worſhips and your reverences love 
muſick—————and God has made you all with 
good ears —and ſome of you play e 
vourſelves— -trut-prut,—prut-trut. 

O] there is hom I could fit and hear 
whole days whoſe talents lie in making 

what he fiddles to be felt, who inſpires me 
with his joys and hopes, 00 puts the moſt hid- 
den ſprings of my heart into motion. If you 
would borrow five guineas of me, Sir,. 
which is generally ten guineas more than I have 
to ſpare or you, Meſſrs. Apothecary 
and N. A want e bills paying, 1 21 85 Nr 


CHAP. XVI. 


IEE firſt thing which entered my father's 
head, after affairs were a little ſettled in 
the family, and Suſannah had got poſſeſſion of 
my mother's green ſattin night-gown 
was to fit down coolly after the example of Xe- 
nophon, and write a TRISTRA-pzdia, or ſyſtem 
of education for me; collecting firſt for that pur- 
Poſe his own ſcattered thoughts, counſels, and 
notions ; and binding them together, ſo as to 
form an INSTITUTE for the government of my 
childhood and adoleſcence. I was my father's 
laſt ſtake- —he had lot my brother Bobby 
entirely, ——— he had loſt, by his own com- 
putation, full three-fourths of me- — 8 
G 2 he 
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he had been unfortunate in his three firſt great 
caſts for me my geniture, noſe, and name,. 
there was but this one left; and accordingly my 
father gave himſelf up to it with as much devo- 
tion as ever my uncle Toby had done to his doc- 
trine of projectiles.— The difference between 


them was, that my uncle Toby drew his whole 


knowledge of projectiles from Nicholas Fartaglia 


— —My father ſpun his, every thread of 


it, out of his own brain, —or reeled and croſs 


twiſted what all other ſpinners and ſpinſters had 


ſpun before him, that *twas pretty near the ſame 


torture to him. 


In about three years, or ſomething. more, my 


father had got advanced almoſt into the middle 
of his work. Like all other writers, he met 


with diſappointments.— He imagined he ſhould. 


be able to bring whatever he had to ſay, into fo 


| ſmall a compaſs, that when it was finiſhed and 


bound, it might be rolled up in my mother's 


huſſive. Matter grows under our hands. 


Let no man ſay, —““ Come —I'll write a duo- 


. 1 
My father gave himſelf up to it, however, 


with the moſt painful diligence, proceeding ſtep 


by ſtep in every line, with the ſame kind of cau- 


tion and circumſpection (though I cannot ſay 
npon quite ſo 1 a principle) as was uſed 


by John de le Caſſe, the lord archbiſhop of Be- 


ne vento, in compaſling his Galatea; in which 


1 


his Grace of Benevento ſpent near forty years 
of his life; and when the thing came out, it 
was not above half the ſize or the thickneſs of a 
Rider's Almanack.— How the holy man ma- 


naged the affair, unleſs he ſpent the greateſt part 


ol his time in combing his whiſkers, or playing 


at 
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at primero with his chaplain, would poſe any 
mortal not let into the true ſecret ;—and therefore 
tis worth explaining to the world, was it only for 
the encouragement of thoſe few in it, who write 
not ſo much to be fed as to be famous. 
TI own had John de la Caſſe, the archbiſhop: 
1 Bene vento, for whoſe memory (notwithſtand- 
his Galatea) T retain the higheſt veneration, 
had he been, Sir, a flender clerk, of dull. 
wit r parts, coſtive head, and ſo fork; — 
he and his Galatea might have jogged on toge- 
ther to the age of Methuſelah for me the 
phenomenon had not been worth a parentheſis.— 
But the reverſe of this was the truth : John 
de la Caſſe was a genius of fine parts and fertile 
tancy; and yet with all theſe great advantages 
of nature, which ſhould have pricked him for- 
wards with his Galatea, he lay under an impuiſ- 
ſance at the ſame time of advancing above a line 
and a half in the compaſs of a whole ſummer's 
day: this diſability in His Grace aroſe from an 
opinion he was afflicted: with,—which opinion. 
was this, viz. that whenever a Chriſtian was 
writing a book (not for his private amuſement, 
but) where his intent and purpoſe was, bona fide, 
to print and publiſh it to the world, his firſt 
thoughts were always the temptations. of the evil 
one This was the ſtate of ordinary wri- 
ters: but when a perſonage of venerable cha- 
racter and high ſtation, either in church or ſtate, 
once turned Author. he maintained, that 
from the very moment he took pen in hand 
all the devils in hell broke out of their holes to 
cajole hi im. "Twas Terin-time with them, 


every thought, firſt and laſt, was capti - 


ous; how ſpeclous and good. ever, © twas all 
G 3 | one; 
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one; in whatever form or colour it preſent- 
ed itſelf to the imagination, — *twas ſtill a 


ſtroke of one or other of 'em levelled at him, 


and was to be fenced off. So that the life of 
a writer, whatever he 1 fancy to the contra- 
ry, was not ſo much a ſtate of compoſition, as a 
ſtate of warfare ; and his probation in it, pre- 
ciſely that of any other man militant upon earth, 

both depending alike, not half ſo much upon the 


degrees of his wiT—as his RESISTANCE 


My father was hugely pleaſed with this theo- 
ry of John de la Caſſe, arcnbilnoß of Benevento; 
and (had it not cramped him a little in his creed) 
I believe would have given ten of the beſt acres 
in the Shandy eſtate, to have been the broacher 
of it.— How far my father actually believed 


in the devil, will be ſeen, when I come to ſpeak 


of my father s religious notions in the progrefs 
of this work: tis enough to ſay here, as he could 


not have the honour of it, in the literal ſenſe of 


the doctrine —he took up with the allegory of it; 
and would often ſay, eſpecially when his pen 
was a little retrograde, there was as much good 
meaning, truth, and knowledge, couched un- 
der the veil of John de la Caſſe's parabolical re- 


preſentation, as was to be found in anyone 


poetic fiction, or myſtic. record of antiquity. — 


Prejudice of education, he would ſay, is the de- 
vil, 


are the devil 


and all.— We are haunted with them, brother 
Toby, in all our lucubrations andre ſearches; 
and was a man fool enough to ſubmit tamely to 
what they obtruded upon him,—what would 
his book be; Nothing, — he would add, throw- 


ing his pen away with a vengeance, nothing 
but 


and the multitudes of them which we 
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but a farrago of the clack of nurſes, and of the 
nonſenſe of the old women (of both ſexes) 
throughout the kingdom. 

This is the beſt account I am determined to 
give of the ſlow progreſs my father made in his 
Triſtra-pxdia ; at which (as I ſaid) he was three 
years and ſomething more, indefatigably at work, 
and at laſt, had ſcarce compleated, by his own 
reckoning, one half of his undertaking: the 
misfortune was, that I was all that time totally 
neglected and abandoned to my mother: and 
what was almoſt as bad, by the very dela y the 
firſt part of the work, upon which my father had 
ſpent the moſt of his pains, was rendered entire- 
ly uſeleſs, —every "wp a page or two became of 
no conſequence. 

— Certainly it was ordained as a ſcourge upon 
the pride of human wiſdom, That the wiſeſt of 
us all, ſhould thus ontwit ourſelves, and eter- 
nally forego our purpoſes | in the nts 40. 
of purſuing them. | | 

In ſhort, my father was fo long | in all his 485 
of reſiſtance, — or in other words, —he advanced 
ſo very flow with his work, and I began to live 
and get forwards at ſuch a rate, that if an event 
had not happened, —which, when we get to it, 
if it can be told with decency, ſhall not be con- 
cealed a moment from the reader verily be- 
lieve, I had put by my father, and left him 
drawing a ſun- dial, for no better purpcſe than 
to be buried under ground. 


6 4 _ CHAP. 
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CHAP. XVII. 


2 WAS nothing, —1 did not loſe 
two drops of blood by it—'twas 

not worth calling in a ſurgeon, had he lived next 
door to us—thouſands ſuffer by choice, what I 
did by accident, Doctor Slop made ten times 
more of it, than there was occaſion :—ſome men 
riſe, by the art of hanging great weights upon 
{mall wires, — and I am this day (Auguſt the 10th, 
1791) paying part of the price of this man's 
reputation.— O *twould provoke a ſtone, to ſee 
how things are carried on in this world! — The 
chambermaid had left no* * * * * # ® un- 
der the bed. Cannot you contrive, maſter, 
quoth Suſannah, lifting up the ſaſh with one 
hand, as ſhe ſpoke, and helping me up into the 
window feat with the other cannot you 
manage, my dear, for a lingle time to * * * * 
* R X * * * * 9 | 

I was five years old.—— Suſannah did not con- 
ſider that nothing was well hung in our family, 
——ſo ſlap came the ſaſh down like lightening 
upon us; Nothing is left, ——DP—cried 
Suſannah, nothing is left——for me, but 
to run my country. 
My uncle Toby's houſe was a much kinder 
ſanQuary ; 3 and fo Suſannah fled to it. | 


CHA P. XVIIL 


HEN Suſannah told 5 corporal the 


miſadventure of the ſaſh, with all the 
circumſtances 


© 
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circumſtances which attended the murder of me, 
(as ſhe called 1t)———the blood forſook his 
cheeks ;—all acceſſaries in murder, being princi- 

als Tr rim's conſcience told him he was 
as much to blame as Suſannah, and if the doc- 
trine had been true, my uncle Toby had as much 
of the blood-ſhed to anfwer for to heaven, as 
either of em; — flo: that neither reaſon or 
inſtinct, ſeparate or together, could poſſibly have 
guided Suſannah's ſteps to ſo proper an aſylum. 


It is in vain to leave this to the Reader's ima- 


gination: co form any kind of hypothe- 
ſis, that will render theſe propoſitions feaſible, 
he muſt cudgel his brains fore,——and to do it 
without—he muſt have ſuch brains as no read- 
er ever had before him. Why ſhould I put 
them either to trial or to torture 115 my o]. 


affair: Pl 9 it myfelk. | 1 


NH 


CHAD. XIX. 


3” 18 a pity pi Tries]! laid my a Toby, 

4 * --roftings with his hand upon the corporaP's . 
ſhoulder, as they both ſtood ſurveying their work, 
—that we have not a couple ef field pieces to 
mount in the gorge of that nzw re doubt: 
twould ſecure the lines all along there, and make 
the attack on that ſide n complete get me 
a couple caſt, Trim. 

Your - honour ſhall- have them, replied Trim 


before to-morrow morning. 


It was the joy of Trim's heart, — nor was his 
fertile head ever at a loſs for expedients in doing 
it, to ſupply my uncle Toby in his campaigns, 
with whatever his fancy called for; had it been 

8 | his 


| 
| 
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his laſt crown; he would. have ſate down and 
hammered it into a paderero to have prevented 


a ſingle wiſh in his Maſter. The corporal had 


already — what with cutting off the ends of my 
uncle Toby's ſpouts —hacking and chiſeling up 
the ſides of his leaden gutters, —melting down 
his pewter ſhaving baſon,—and going at laſt, 
like Lewis the fourteenth, on to the, top of the 
church, for ſpare ends, &c.— he had that very 
campaign brought no leſs than eight new batter-- 
ing cannons, beſides. three demi--culverins into 
the field; my uncle Toby's demand for two more 


pieces for the redoubt, had ſet the corporal at 


work again; and no better reſource offering, he 
had taken the two leaden weights from the nurſery 


window: and as the ſaſh pullies, when the lead 
was. gone, were of no kind. of uſe, he had taken 


them away alſo, to make a couple of wheels for 
one of their carriages. 

He had diſmantled. every ſaſh window in my 
uncle Toby's houſe long before, in the very ſame 
way,— though not always in the ſame 
order; for ſometimes the pullies had been want- 
ed, and not the -lead,—ſo then he began with 
the , pullies, —and the online "ON picked ont, 
then the lead became uſeleſs, and ſo the 
lead went to pot too. 


 —A great Mok might be picked hand- 


ſomely out of this, but I have not time —“ tis 


enough to ſay, wherever the demolition en, 


'twas equally fatal to the faſh window. _. 


CHAP: 
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CHAP. XX. 


HE corporal had not taken his mea- 

ſures ſo badly in this ſtroke of artilleryſhip, 
but that he might have kept the matter entirely 
to himſelf, and left Suſannah to have ſuſtained 
the whole weight of the attack, as ſhe could ; 
true courage is not content with coming off ſo. 
The corporal, whether as general or comptrol- 
ler of the train, 'twas no matter, 
had done that, without which, as he imagined, 
the misfortune could never have happened, 
at leaſt in Suſannah's hands ;—How would your 
honours have behaved ?—He- determined at once, 


not to take ſhelter behind Suſannah, —but to give 


it; and with this reſolution upon his mind, he 
marched upright into the parlour, to lay the 
whole manceuvre before my-uncle Tob r. 

My uncle Toby had juſt then been giving Vo- 
rick an account of the battle of Steenkirk, and 
of the ſtrange conduct of count Solmes in order- 
ing the foot to halt, and the horſe to march 
where it could not act; which was directly con- 


- trary to the king” $ commands, and proved ** 


joſs of the day. 

There are ineidents in ſome families ſo pat to 
the purpoſe of what is going to follow. — they 
are ſcarce exceeded by the invention 0! drama 
tic writer; mean of ancient days. 


Trim, by the help of his forefinger, laid lat 
upon the table, and the edge "of: his hand 
ſtriking acroſs it, at the right angles, made a 


{hift to tell his ſtory ſo, that prieſts and virgins 
might: 
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might have liſtened to it ; and the ſtory being 
told, —the dialogue went on as follows. 


II ould be picquetted to death, cried the 
corporal, as he concluded Sufannah's ory, be- 
fore I would ſuffer the woman to come to any 
harm, 'twas my fault, an' pleaſe your ho- 
nour,— —not hers. 
| Corporal Trim, replied my uncle Toby, put- 
ting on his hat, which lay upon the table,— 
if any thing can be faid to be a fault, when the 
lervice abſolutely requires it ſhould be done,. — 
tis I certainly who deſerve the meme 
obey ed your orders. 

Had count Solmes, Trim, done {i ſame at the 
battle, of Stcenkirk, ſaid Yorick, drolling a little 
upon the corporal, who had been run over by a 
dragoon in the retreat, ———he had ſaved thee ; 
— Saved! cried Trim, interrupting Vorick, 
and finiſhing the ſentence for him after his own 
faſhion, he had ſaved five battalions, an- pleaſe 
your reverence, .. every foul of them: there 
was Cutts? continued the corporal, clapping 
the fore finger of his right hand upon the thumb: 
of his left, and counting round his hand. 
there was Cutts? s— Mackay” Angus Gra- 
ham's— and Levan's, all cut to pieces; and 
fo had the Engliſh life-guards too, had it not- 
been for ſome regiments upon the right, who 
marched up boldly to. their relief, and received 
the enemy's fire in their faces, before any one of 
their own platoons diſcharged a muſket, —they'Il 
80 to heaven for 1t—added Trim. . 

right, 
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right, ſaid my uncle Toby, nodding to Yorick,— | 
he's perfectly right. What ſignified his march- 

ing the horſe,. continued the corporal, where the 

ground was ſo ſtrait, and the French had ſuch a 

nation of hedges, and copſes, and ditches, and 
fell'd trees laid this way and that to cover them; 

(as they always have. )— Count Solmes ſhould 

have ſent us ——we would have fired muzzle to 
muzzle with them for their lives :---There was 
nothing to be done for the horſe :--- he had his 
foot thot off however for his pains, continued the 
corporal, the very next campaign at Landen. 
Poor Trim got his wound there, quoth my un- 
cle Toby. ——* Twas owing, an' pleafe your ha- 
nour, entirely to count Solmes, had we 
drub'd them foundly at Steenkirk, they wouldnot 
have fought us at L.anden---Poſlibly- not: Trim, 
ſaid my uncle Toby ;---though if they have the 
advantage of a wood, or you give them a mo- 

ment's time to intrench themſelves, they are a 

nation which will pop and pop for ever at yau. 

---There is no way but to march coolly up to 

them,---receive their fire, and fall in upon them, 

pell-mell---Ding dong, added Trim.---Horſe and 

foot, ſaid my uncle Toby---Helter ſkelter, ſaid 

Trim. Right and left, eried my uncle Toby. 

85 Blood an' ounds, ſhonted the corporal; 

—the battle raged ——— Yorick drew his 

chair a little to. one ſide for ſafety, aud after a 
moment's pauſe, my uncle Toby ſinking his voice: 
a note. reſumed the diſcourſe as follows. 
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CHAP. XXII. 


dreſſing himſelf to Yorick, was ſo terribly 


provoked at count Solmes, for diſobeying his or- 


ders, that he would not ſuffer him to come into 
his preſence for many months after. fear, 
anſwered Yorick, the ſquire will be as much pro- 
voked at the corporal, as the King at the count. 
But *twould be ſingularly hard in this caſe, 
continued he, if corporal Trim, who has be- 
haved io diametrically oppoſite to count Solmes, 
ſhould have the fate to be rewarded with the 
ſame diſgrace z---t00 oft in this world, do things 
take that train. ——TI would ſpring a mine, cried 


my uncle Toby, riſing up, and blow up my fortifi- 


cations, and my houſe with them, and we would 
periſh under their ruins, ere I would ſtand by 


Trim directed. a ſlight, but a 


and ſee it.- 


grateful bow towards his maſler,---and. ſo the 


Chapter ends. 


CHAP. XXIII. 


hen, Yorick, replied my uncle 
Toby, you and I will lead the way abreaſt,---and 
do you, corporal, follow a few paces behind us. 
And Suſannah, an' pleaſe: your honour, 
faid Trim, ſhall be put in the rear. Twas 
an excellent diſpoſition, and in this order, with- 
out either drums beating, or colours flying, they 
marched ſlowly from my uncle 'Toby's houſe. to 

Shandy hall. 
oo] 


ING William, ſaid my uncle Toby, ad- - 


r de ft e 10 os 
. „ p wk , 
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I wiſh, ſaid Trim, as they entered the 
door,---inſtead of the ſaſh-weights, I had cut 
off the church- ſpout, as I once thought to have 


done, You have cut off ſpouts enow, re- 
5 1 Vorick. | 


C HAP. XXIV. 


8 many pictures as have been given of my 

father, how like him ſoever in different 
E and attitudes, not one or all of them, 
can ever help the reader to any kind of precon- 
ception of how my father would think, ſpeak, 
or act, upon any untried occaſion or occurrence 
of life. There was that infinitude of od- 
dities in him, and of chances along with it, by 
which handle he would take a thing, —it baffled, 
Sir, all calculations. The truth: was, his 
road lay ſo very far on one ſide, from that 
wherein moſt men travelled. that every object 
before him preſented a face and ſection of itſelf 
to his eye, altogether different from the plan and 
elevation of it ſeen by the reſt of mankind. 
In other words, *twas a different object, — and in 
courſe was differently conſidered. 

This is the true reaſon, that my dear Jenny 
and I, as well as all the world beſides us, have 
ſuch eternal ſquabbles about nothing. She 
looks at her outſide, — I, at her in.— How is it 
poſſible we ſhould agree about her value? 


CHAP. 
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CHAP, XXV. 


18 a point ſettled 3 I mention it for 

the comfort of the + Confucius, who is 

apt to get entangled in telling a plain ſtory, 

that provided he keeps along the line of his ſto- 

ry, —he may go backwards and forwards as he 
will, — tis ſtill held to be no digreſſion. f 

This being premiſed, I take the” benefit of 

the act of going backwards myfelf. 15701 


c 11 AP. XXVI. 

5 | 
IFTY thoufand benni toads s of e FRYE 

(not of the Archbiſhop ef Benevento's— 
E mean of Rabelais's devils) with their tails 
chopped off by their rumps, could not haye 
made ſo diabolical a ſcream of it, as I did 
when the accident befell me: it fummoned up 
my mother inftantly into the nurſery,—fo that 
Sufannah had but juſt time to make her efcape 
down the back NO as my mother came up 
the fore. 

Now, though I was old enough to have told 
the ſtory myſelf, —and young enough, I hope, 
to have done it without malignity ; yet Sufannah, 
in paſſing by the kitchen, for fear of accidents, 
had left it in ſhort-hand-with the cook the 


cook had. told it with a commentary to. Jona- 
than, 


+ Mr. Shandy is ſuppoſed to mean *#*4%, | 
E/q; member for ens, — and not the Chineſe Le- 


giflatar. 
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than, and Jonathan to Obadiah ; ſo that by the 
time my father had rung the bell half a dozen 
times, to know what was the matter above, — 
was Obadiah enabled to give him a particular ac- 
count of it, juſt as it had happened. ——] 
thought as much, ſaid my father, tucking up 
His night-gown and ſo walked up ſtairs.— 

One would imagine from this — (though for 
my own part I ſomewhat queſtion it) that my 
father before that time, had actually wrote that 
remarkable chapter in the Triſtra-pædia, which 
to me is the moſt original and entertaining one 
in the whole book; and that 1s the chapter 
upon ſaſh-windows, with a bitter Philippick at 
the end of it, upon the forgetfulneſs of cham- 
| ber-maids.—T have but two reaſons for thinking 
otherwiſe, | 

Firſt, Had the matter been taken into conſi- 
deration, before the event happened, my father 
certainly would have nailed up the ſaſn-· window 
for good and all; which, conſidering with 
what difficulty he compoſed books, —he might 
have done with ten times leſs trouble, than he 
could have wrote the chapter: this argument I 
foreſee holds good againſt his writing the chap- 
ter, even after the event ; but *tis obviated under 
the ſecond reaſon, Which ! have the honour to 
offer to the world in ſupport of my opinion, that 
my father did not write the chapter upon ſaſh- 
windows and chamber-pots, at the time ſuppo- 
ſed,—and it is this. 

That in order to render the Triſtra-pzdia 
complete, —] wrote the chapter myſelf. 


CHAP 
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CHAP. XXVII. 


Y father put on his ſpectacles - looked, 

took them off, — put them into the caſe 
—all in leſs than a ſtatutable minute; and with- 
out opening his lips, turned about, and walked 
precipitately down ftairs: my mother imagined 
he had ſtepped down for lint and baſilicon ; 
but ſeeing him return with a couple of folios un- 
der his arm, and Obadiah following him with a 
large reading deſk, ſhe took it for granted twas 
an herbal, and ſo drew: him a chair to the bed- 
ſide, that he might conſult upon the caſe at his 


eaſe. 


If it be but right 8 my father, 
turning to the Section de ſede vel ſubjecto circum- 
ciſionis,—for he had brought up Spencer de Legi- 
bus Hebræorum Ritualibus and Maimonides, 
in order to confront and examine us altoge- 


ther. — 


If it be but right done, e614 he: 
Only tell us, quoth my mother, interrupting 
him, what herbs. For that, replied my 
father, you muſt ſend for Dr. Slop. | 
My mother went down, and my father went 


on, reading the ſection as follows. 
%%é*˙ m; , 


NT EE SS # $6 #0 
Very well, ſaid my father, 
* * * * ry * * * 
% 4 
nay, if 1: has that convenience and 


ſo without ſtopping a moment to ſettle it firſt in 
his 


* * + „ «„ 
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his mind, whether the Jews had it from the 
Egyptians, or the Egyptians from the Jews, —he 
roſe up, and rubbing his forehead two or three 
times acroſs with the palm of his hand, in the 
manner we rub out the footſteps of care, when 
evil has trod lighter upon us than we foreboded, 
he ſhut the book, and walked down ſtairs. 
—— Nay, ſaid he, mentioning the name 
of a different great nation upon every ſtep as he 
ſet his foot upon it—if the EGVYPTIANSs, — the 
SYRIANS, the PHOENICIANsS, the ARABI- 
 ANs,—the CAaPPADOCIANS---if the CoLCH1, 
and TROGLODYTESs didit—if SoLON and Py- 
THAGORAS ſubmitted,---what is 'TRISTRAM ? 
- Who am I, that I ſhould fret, or fume 
one moment about the matter? | 


» 


"CHAP. XXVIII. 


| EAR Yorick, ſaid my father ſmiling, (for 
Yorick had broke his rank with my uncle 
Toby in coming through the narrow entry, and 
ſo had ſtept firſt into the parlour)---this Triſtram 
of ours, I find, comes very hardly by all his re- 
ligious rites—— Never was the ſon of Jew, 
Chriſtian, Turk, or Infidel initiated into them, 
in ſo oblique and ſlovenly a manner. But he 
is no worſe, I truſt, ſaid Yorick. There has 
been certainly, coatinued my father, the deuſe 
and all to do in ſome part or other of the eclip- 

tic, when this offspring of mine was formed. 
That, you are a better judge of than I, replied 
Yorick. Aftrologers, quoth my father, know 
better than us both: the trine and ſextile aſ- 
pects have jumped awry, or the oppoſite of 
oy "29" "4 
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their aſcendants have not hit it, as they ſhould, 
or the lords of the genitures (as they call 
them) have been at bo-peep,—or ſomething m_ 
been wrong above or below with us. 

Tie poſſible, anſwered Yorick.—But is the 
child, cried my uncle Toby, the worſe ?—— The 
Troglody tes ſay not, replied my father. — And 
your theologiſts, Yorick, tell us—'Theologically ? 
ſaid Yorick, or ſpeaking after the manner 
of * apothecaries pn. ſtateſmen tor t waſh- 
crwomen ? 

m not ſure, replied my e bur they 
tell us, brother Toby, he's the better for it.— 
Provided, ſaid Vorick, you travel him into 
Egypt. Of that, anſwered my father, he wall 
have the advantage when he ſees the Pyramids.— 
Now every word of this, quoth my uncle To- 
by, is Arabick to me. I wiſh, ſaid Yorick, *twas 


| ſo, to half the world. 


—+{ Ipvs, continued my father, circumciſed 


his whole army one morning.—Not without a 


court martial? cried my uncle Toby. — Though 
the learned, continued he, taking no notice of 
my uncle Toby's remark, but turning to Yorick, 


Dare greatly divided Rill who Hus was; ;—ſome 


fay Saturn; ſome the ' ſupreme. Being; ——ůj— 
others, no more than a brigadier general wer 
RETRO Neco. Let him be who he will, ſaid 
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my uncle Toby; I know not by what article of 
war he could juſtify it. 

The controvertiſts, anſwered my father, aſſign 
two and twenty different reaſons for it others 
indeed who have drawn their pens on the oppo- 
ſite ſide of the queſtion, have ſhewn the world 
the futility of the greateſt part of them. But 
then again, our beſt polemic divines—I wiſh 
there was not a polemic divine, ſaid Yorick, in 
the kingdom ;—one ounce of practical divinity 
is worth a painted ſhip load of all their reve- 
rences have imported theſe fifty years. Pray, 
Mr. Yorick, quoth my uncle Toby, do tell me 
what a polemic divine is.-—'The beſt deſcription, 
captain Shandy, I have ever read, is of a cou- 
ple of 'em, replied Yorick, in the account of the 
battle fought ſingle hands betwixt Gymnaſt and 
captain Tripet; which I have in my pocket.— 
I beg I may hear it, quoth my uncle Toby ear- 
neſtly — Y ou ſhall, ſaid Yorick.- And as 
the corporal is waiting for me at the door, — and 
I know the deſcription of a battle will do the 
poor fellow more good than his fupper, 1 
beg, brother, you'll give him leave to come in. 
—W ith all my ſoul, ſaid my father. Trim came 
in, erect and happy as an emperor: and having 
ſhut the door, Yorick took a book from his right 
hand coat pocket, and read, or ee to read 
as follows. i 


CHAP. XXIX. 


— which words being heard by all the ſol- 

% diers which were there, divers of them being 
« inwardly terrified, did ſhrink back and make 
«© room 
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room for the aſſailant: all this did Gymnaſt 
very well remark and conſider; and therefore, 
making as if he would have alighted from off 
his horſe, as he was poiſing himſelf on the 
mounting ſide, he moſt nimbly (with his ſhort 
ſword by his thigh) ſhifting his feet in the 
ſtirrup and performing the ſtirrup-leather feat, 


whereby, after the inclining of his body 


downwards, he forthwith launched himſelf 
aloft into the air, and placed both his feet to- 
gether upon the ſaddle, ſtanding upright, with 
his back turned towards his horſe's head, Now 
(faid he) my caſe goes forward. Then ſuddenly 
in the ſame poſture wherein he was, he fetch- 


* eda gambcl upon one foot, and turning to the 


left-hand, failed not to carry his body per- 


fectly round, juſt into his former poſition, 


without miſſing one jot.— Ha ſaid Tripet, 
I will not do that at this time, and 


not without cauſe. Well, ſaid Gymnaſt, 


I have failed, —I will undo this leap; then 
with a marvellous ſtrength and agility, turn- 
ing towards the right-hand, he fetched ano- 


ther friſking gambol as before ; ; which done, 


he ſet his right-hand thumb upon the bow of 
the ſaddle, raiſed himſelf up, and ſprung in- 


to the. air, poiſing and upholding his whole 


weight upon the muſcle and nerve of the ſaid 
cc 


thumb, and ſo turned and whirled himſelf 
about three times : at the fourth, reverſing 
his body and overturning it upſide-down, and 
fore- ſide back, without touching any thing, he 
brought himſelf betwixt the horſe's two ears, 
and then giving himſelf a jerking ſwing, he 


ſeated himſelf FRO the crupper. — 
| | (This 
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(This can't be fighting, ſaid my my uncle Toby. 
Ehe corporal ſhock his head at it, —Have pa- 
tience, ſaid Yorick.) 

« Then (Trippet) paſs'd his right leg over 


ce his ſaddle, and placed himſelf en croup. 
« But, ſaid he, *twere better for me to get into 
* the ſaddle; then putting the thumbs of both 
4 hands upon the crupper before him, and there- 
« upon leaning himſelf, as upon the only ſup- 
« porters of his body, he incontinen:ly turned 
„ heels over head in the air, and ſtraight found 
& himſelf betwixt the bow of the ſaddle in a to- 
6 lerable ſeat; then ſpringing into the air with 
«© a ſummerſet he turned him about like a wind- 
& mill, and made above a hundred friſks, turns 
„ and demipommadas.”— Good God! cried, 
Trim, loſing all patience, one home thruſt 


of a bayonet is worth it ail. —I think ſo too, re- 


plied Yorick.— 
I am of a contrary opinion, ovoth my father. 


CHAP. XXX. } 


No, I think I have advanced 
nothing, replied my father, making anſwer to 
a queſtion which Yorick had taken the liberty to 
put to him, I bave advanced nothing in 
the Triſtra- pædia, but what is as clear as any one 
propoſition in Euclid Reach me, Trim, that 
book from off the ſcrutoir : it has oft times 
been in'my mind, continued my father, to have 
read it over both to you, Yorick, and to my bro- 
ther Toby, and I think it a little unfriendly in 
myſelf, in not having done it long ago 
ſhall we have a ſhort chapter or two now, 


and 
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and a chapter or two hereafter, as occaſions ſerve; 
and ſo on, till we get through the whole? My 
uncle Toby and Vorick made the obeiſance which 
was proper; and the corporal, though he was 
not included in the compliment, laid his hand 
upon his breaſt, and made his bow at the ſame 
time. The company ſmiled. Trim, quoth 
my father, has paid the full price for ſtaying out 
the entertainment. — He did not ſeem to reliſh the 
play, replied Yorick.—* Twas a Tom-fool-battle, 
an' pleaſe your reverence, of captain Tripet's 
and that other officer, making ſo many ſummer- 
ſets as they advanced; the French come on 
capering now and then in that or e not 
quite ſo much. ; 

My uncle Toby never felt the confciouſnbſs of 
his exiſtence with more complacency than what 
the corporal's, and his own reflections made him 
do at that moment ;—he lighted his pipe,—Y o- 
rick drew his chair cloſer to the table,. Trim 
ſnuff'd the candle.—my father ſtirr'd up the fire, 
took up the book, —— cough'd twice, and 


began. 


CHAP. XXXI. 


5 firſt thirty pages, ſaid my father, turn- - 
Ut ing over the leaves,—are a little dry ; and ; 
1 as they are not cloſely connected with the ſub- 

it ject, — for the preſent we'll paſs them by: 'tis a 

| prefatory introduction, continued my father, or 

an introductory preface (for | am not determined 

which name to give it) upon political or civil 
government; the foundation of which being laid 

in the firſt conjunction betwixt male and female, 


5 
for 
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for procreation of the ſpecies— I was in-, 
ſenſibly led into it. Twas natural, ſaid 
Vorick. | 

The original of r continued my father, 
I'm ſatisfied | is, what Polician tells us, 1. e. mere- 
ly conjugal; and nothing more than the getting 
together of one man and one woman; to 
which, (according to Heſiod) the philoſopher 
adds a ſervant— but ſuppoſiug in the firſt be- 
ginning there were no men ſervants born — he 
lays the foundation of it, in a man, — a woman 
—and a bull. — believe 'tis an ox, quoth Yo- 
rick, quoting the paſſage (af wiv mgorire, y- 
rae Ts, Bar 7 agonge)-—— A bull muſt have given 
more trouble than his head was worth. But 
there is a better reaſon ſtill, ſaid my father, (dip- 
ping his pen into his ink) for, the ox being the 
moſt patient of animals, and the moſt uſeful 
withal in tilling the ground for their nouriſh- 
ment——was the propereſt inſtrument, and em- 
blem too, for the new joined couple, that the 
creation could have aſſociated with them.—And 
there is a ſtronger reaſon, added my uncle Toby, 
than them all for the ox. My father had not. 
power to take his pen out of his ink-horn, till 
he had heard my uncle Toby's reaſon— For when 
the ground was tilled, faid my uncle Toby, and 
made worth inclofivg, then they began to ſecure 
it by walls and ditches, which was the origin 
of fortification. True, true; dear Toby, cried 
my father, ſtriking out the bull, and putting the 
ox in his place. | 

My father gave Trim a nod, to ſnuff the 
candle, and reſumed his diſcourſe, 

Vol., II. ME Il enter 


, 
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E enter upon this ſpeculation, ſaid my fa- 
ther careleſsly, and half ſhutting the book, as 
he went on, — merely to ſhew the foundation of 
the natural relation between a father and his 
child; the right and juriſdiftion over whom he 

acquires theſe ſeveral ways.— 

iſt, by marriage. 

2d, by adoption. 

za, by legitimation. . 

And 4th, by procreation; all which I con- 
ſider in their order. 

I lay a light ſtreſs upon one of them; replied 
Yorick—the act, eſpecially where it ends there, 

in my opinion, lays as little obligation upon the 

child, as it conveys power to the father.—You 

are wrong,—ſaid my tather, argutely, and for 


this plain reaſon * * * * % 
„% Ü „ 067% 


%% S404 # „ 1 


— I own, added my father, that the offspring, 
upon this account, is not ſo under the power and 
juriſdiction of the mother. But the reaſon, 
replied Yorick, equally holds good for her. he 
is under authority herſelf, ſaid my father: —and 
beſides, continued my father, nodding his head, 
and lay ing his finger upon the ſide of his noſe, 
as he aſſigned his reafon—ſhe is not the principal 
agent, Yorick—In what? quoth my uncle Toby, 
ſtopping his pipe — Though by all means, ad- 
ded my father (not attending to my uncle Toby) 
The ſon ought to pay her reſpect,“ as you may 
read, Vorick, at large in the firſt book of the In- 
ſtitutes of nen, at the eleventh title and the 
tenth ſection.ä— I can read it as well, — Vo- 
rick, in the Catechiſm. 

C HAP. 
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CHAP. XXXI.L 


RIM can repeat every word of it by heart 
quoth my uncle Toby—Pugh ! ſaid my fa- 
ther, not caring to be interrupted with Trim's 
ſaying his Catechiſm. He can, upon my honour, 
replied my uncle Toby, — Aſk him, Mr. Yorick, + 
any queſtion you pleaſe. — 
The fifth Commandment, Trim——faid 
Vorick, ſpeaking mildly, and with a gentle nod, 
as to a modeſt Catechumen. The corporal 
ſtood filent —Y ou. don't aſk him right, ſaid my 
uncle 'Toby, raiſing his voice, and giving it rapid- 
ly like the word of command ;-— The fifth 
cried my uncle Toby] muſt begin with the firſt, 
an' pleaſe your honour, ſaid the corporal.— 
—Yorick could not forbear ſmiling. Vour 
reverence does not conſider, ſaid the corporal, 
ſhouldering his ſtick like a muſket, and marching 
into the middle of the room, to illuſtrate his po- 
ſition,—that *tis exactly the ſame thing as doing 
one's exerciſe in the field.— 
* Join your right hand to your firelock,” cried 
the corporal, giving the word of command, and 
performing the motion 
« Poiſe your firelock,” cried the corporal, do- 
ing the duty ſtill of both adjutant and private 
man. 
_ « Reſt your frelock ; one motion an' pleaſe 
your reverence, you ſee, leads into another.— 
If his honour will begin but with the firſt. 


THE FIRsT—-cried my uncle Toby, | ſetting his 
hand upon his fide, — * * * * * 
I, ne ,,. Ss Je a * 


H 2 TRE 
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ThE SECOND cried my uncle Toby, waving 
his tobacco- pipe, as he would have done his 
ſword at the head of a regiment.— The corporal 
went through his manuel with exactneſs; and 
having honoured his father and mother, made a 
low bow and fell back to the ſide of the room. 

Every thing in this world, ſaid my father, is 
big with jeſt, —and has wit in it, and inſtruction 
too, —if we can but find it out. 

—Here i is the ſcaffold work of INSTRUCTION, 
its true point of folly without the BU1LDING be- 
hind it.— | 

Here is the glaſs for ons, precep- 


tors, tutors, governors, gerund-grinders, and 


bear-leaders to view themſelves in, in their true 
dimenſions. 

Ohl there is a huſk * ſhell, Yorick, which 
grows .up with learning, wiv: their unſkilful- 
neſs knows not how-to fſing away! 

SCIENCES MAY BE LEARNED BY ROTE, 
' BUT W18DOM NOT. 
| Yorick: thought my father inſpired vill en- 

ter into obligations this moment, ſaid my father, 
to lay out all my aunt Dinah's legacy, in cha- 
ritable uſes (of which by the bye, my father 
had no high opinion) if the corporal has any one 
determinate idea annexed to any one word he has 
repeated. Frithee, Trim, quoth my father, 
turning round to him, What do'ſt thou mean, 
by honouring thy father and mother! * | 
Allowing them, an' pleaſe your honour three 
halfpence a day out of my pay; when they Y 
old. And didſt thou do that, Trim? ald Vo- Vo- 
rick.—He did, indeed, replied my uncle Toby. 
Then, Trim, ſaid Yorick, ſpringing out of his 
char, and taking the corporal by the hand, thou 
| | | | art 
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art the beſt commentator upon that part of the 
Decalogue ; ; and I honour thee more for it, cor- 
poral Trim, than if thou hadſt had a hand in the 


Talmud itſelf. 


CHAP. XXXIWL 
- O Bleſſed health! cried my father, making 


| an exclamation, as he turned over the 

leaves to the next chapter,—thou art above all 
gold and treaſure; 'tis thou who enlargeſt the 
ſoul, —and openeſt all its powers to receive in- 
ſtruction and to reliſh virive,—-He that has thee 
has little more to wiſh for I and he that is ſo 
wretched as to want thee, ——wants Every thing 
with thee. 

I have cot all that can be ſaid upon 
this important head, ſaid my father, in a very 
little room, therefore we'll read the chapter quite 
thro”. | 


My father read as follows : 
© The whole ſecret of health depending upon 
e the due contention for maſtery betwixt the 
© radical heat *and the radical moiſture.” V ou 
have proved the matter of fact, I ſuppoſe, above, 
ſaid Vorick. Sufficiently, replied my father. 
In ſaying this, my father ſhut the book, 
not as if he e to read no more of it, for he 
kept his forefinger in the chapter :—nor pettiſh- 
ly, for he ſhut the book ſlowly ; his thumb. 
reſting, when he had done it, upon the upper- 
fide of the cover, 'as his three fingers ſupported 
the lower ſide of it, without the leaſt compreſ- 
five violence. 


3 ; I have 
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I have demonſtrated the truth of that point, 
quoth my father, nodding to Yorick, moſt ſuffi- 
ciently in the preceding chapter. 

Now could the man in the moon be told, that 
a man in the earth had wrote a chapter, ſuffici- 
ently demonſtrating, That the ſecret of all health 
depended upon the due contention for maſtery 
betwixt the radical heat and radical moiſture.—. 
and that he had managed the point ſo well, that 
there was not one ſingle word wet or dry upon 
radical heat or radical moiſture, throughout the 
whole chapter, —or a ſingle ſyllable in it, pro or 
con, directly or indirectly, upon the contenti- 
on betwixt theſe two powers in Ivy part of the 
animal ceconomy.— 

4% O thou eternal maker of all beings he 
would cry, ſtriking his breaſt with his right hand, 
in caſe he had one)—* Thou whoſe power and | 
% goodneſs can enlarge the faculties of thy crea- 
& tures to this infinite degree of excellence and 
“ perfection. — What have we MooNIT Es 
« done? | - 5 


CHAP. XXXIV. 


IT H two ſtrokes, the one at Hippo- 
| crates, the ether at Lord Verulam, did 
my father atchieve it. 

The ſtroke at the prince of phyſicians, with 
which he began, was no more than a ſhort 
inſult upon his ſorrowful complaint of the Ars 
longa, ——and Vita brevis. Life ſhort, cried 
my father,—and the art of healing tedious! And 
who are we to thank for both, the one and the 
other, but the ignorance of quacks themſelves, 
—and the ſtage loads of chymical noſtrums, and 

peripatetic 
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peripatetic lumber, with which, i in all ages, they: 
have firſt O's the world, and at laſt "deceived 
it. 8 

O hy lord Verulam! cried my father, 
turning from Hippocrates, and making his ſe- 
cond ſtroke at him, as the principal of noſtrum- 
mongers, and the fitteſt to be made an example 
of to the reſt, What ſhall I fav to thee, my 
great lord Verulam? What ſhall I ſay to thy 
internal ſpirit, —thy opium, ——thy ſaltpetre, 
thy greaſy undions—thy daily Purges,” thy 
nighty gliſters, and ſuccedaneums ? 

My father was never at a loſs what to ſay to 
any man upon any tubject; and had the leaſt 
occaſion for the exordium of any man breathing; 
. how he dealt with his lorſhip's opinion, —you 
ſhall ſee ;—but when I know not: e mult. 
firſt jee what his lordſhip's opinion was. 


0 „ e 


HE two great cauſes, hah conſpire 
with each other to ſtiorten liſe, ſays 
lord Verulam, are firſt— | 

„The internal ſpirit, which, like a gentle 
& flame, waſtes the body down to death: 
% And ſecondly, the external air, that parches 
„the body up to aſhes: which two ene- 
«© mies attacking us on both ſides of our bodies 
together, at length deſtroy our organs, and 
6% render them unfit to carry on the functions 
6 of life.“ 

This being the ſtate of the caſe; the road to 
Longevity was plain; nothing more being re- 
quired, ſays his lordſhip, but to repair the waſte 
committed by the internal ſpirit, by making the 
H 4 ſubſtance 


dunc ant humours,- 


my reader is impatient 
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ſubſtance of it more thick and denſe, by a regu- 
lar courſe of opiates on one ſide, and by refri- 
gerating the heat of it on the other, by three 
grains and a halt of faltpetre every morning be- 
fore you get up. 

Still this frame of ours was left expoſed to the 


inimical aſſaults of the air without ;—=—but this 


was fenced off again by a courſe of greaſy unc- 
tions, which ſo fully ſaturated the pores of the 
ſkin, that no ſpicula could enter; nor could 
any .one get out. This put a ſtop to all 
perſpiration, ſenſible and inſenſible, which be- 
ing the cauſe of ſo many ſcurvy diſtempers 
a courſe of gliſters was requiſite to carry off re- 
and render the ſyſtem 


complete. 

What my father had to ſay to my lord of Ve- 
rulam's opiates, his ſaltpetre, and greaſy unc- 
tions and glifters, you ſhall read. but not to- 
day—or to-morrow : time preſſes upon me, 
I muſt get forwards. 
You ſhall read the chapter at your leiſure, | 


3 ib you chooſe it) as ſoon as ever the Triſtra- 


pædia is publiſhed. — 

Sufficeth it at preſent, to "I my father le- 
velled the hypotheſis with the ground, and in 
doing that, the learned know, he built up and 
eſtabliſhed his own.— 


CHA p. XXXVI. 


HE whole ſecret of beak, :aid my father, 
beginning the ſentence again, depending 
evidently upon the due contention betwixt the 
radical heat and ladical moiſture within us; 

the 
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the leaſt imaginable ſkill had been ſufficient 
to have maintained it, had not the ſchoolmen 
confounded the taſk, merely (as Van Helmont, 
the famous chymiſt, has proved) by all along 
miſtaking the radical moiſture for the tallow and 
fat of animal bodies. 5 1 
Nou the radical moiſture is not the tallow or 
fat of animals, but an oily and balſamous ſub- 
ſtance; for the fat and tallow, as alſo the phlegm 
or watery parts are cold; whereas the oily and 
balſamous parts are of a lively heat and ſpirit, 
which accounts for the obſervation of Ariſtotle, 
«© uod omne animal poſt coitum eſt triſte.”” 
Noa it is certain, that the radical heat lives 
in the radical moiſture, but whether vice versà, 
is a doubt: however, when the one decays, the 
other decays alſo; and then is produced, either 
an unnatural heat, which cauſes an unnatural 
dryneſs——or an unnatural moiſture, which 
cauſes dropſies.— So that if a child, as he 
grows up, can be but taught to avoid running 
into fire or water, as either of them threaten his 
deſtruction, — twill be all that is needful. to. be 
done upon that head. 


CHAP. XXXVIE 
THE defeription of the ſiege of Jericho itſelf, 


could not have engaged the attention of- 
my uncle Toby more powerfully than the laſt 
chapter; — his eyes were fixed upon my father, 
throughout it; he never mentioned radical 


heat and radical moiſture, but my uncle Toby 
took his pipe out of his mouth, and ſhook his 
head; and as ſoon as the chapter was finiſhed,. 
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he beckoned to the corporal to come cloſe to his 

chair, to aſk him the following queſtion, 

alige 1 OS. 
* _ * 3 

| 1 was at the ſiege of Limerick, an' pleaſe your 

| honour, replied the corporal, making a bow. 

The poor fellow and I, quoth my uncle Toby, 
addreſſing himſelf to -my father, were ſcarce 
able to crawl out of our tents, at the time the 
ſiege of Limerick was raiſed, upon the very ac- 
count you mention. Now what can 
have got into that precious noddle of thine, my 
dear brother Toby? cried my father, mentally.— 
By heaven! continued he, communing ſtill with 
himſelf, it would puzzle an OEdipus to bring it 
in point. 
I believe, an' pleaſe your honour, quoth the 
corporal, that if it had not been for the quanti- 
ty of brandy we ſet fire to every night, and the 
claret and cinnamon with which I plyed your 
honour off;—and the geneva, Trim, added my 
uncle Toby, which did us more good than all— 
I verily believe, continued the corporal, we had 
both, an pleaſe your honour, left our lives in 
the tienches, and been buried in them too. 
The nobleſt grave, corporal! cried my uncle 
Toby, his eyes ſparkling as he ſpoke, that a 
ſoldier could wiſh to lie down in.—But a pitiful 
death for him! an' pleaſe your honour, replied 
the corporal. 

All this was as much Arabick to my father, as 
the rites of the Colchi and Troglodites had been 
before to my uncle Toby; my father could not 
determine whether he was to frown or ſmile. — 
My uncle Toby, turning to Yorick, reſumed 
the caſe at Limerick, more intelligibly than he 

| | had 
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had begun it,. — and ſo f ſettled the point for my 
father at once. 


Cc HAP. XXXVIIL ; 


T was undoubtedly, ſaid my uncle Toby, a 

great happineſs for myſelf and the . 
that we had all along a burning fever, attended 
with a moſt raging thirſt, during the whole five 
and twenty days the flux was upon us in the 
camp; otherwiſe what my brother calls the radi- 
cal moiſture, muſt, as I conceive it, inevitably 
have got the better. My tather drew in his 
lungs topful of air, and looking up, blew it 
forth again, as ſlowly as he poſſibly could. — 
It was heaven's mercy to us, conti- 
nued my uncle Toby, which put it into the cor- 
poral's head, to maintain that due contention 
between the radical heat and the radical moiſture, 
by reinforcing the fever, as he did all along, 
with hot wine and ſpices; whereby the corporal: 
kept up (as it were) a continual firing, ſo that the 
radical heat ſtood its ground from the beginning to 
the end, and was a fair match for the moiſture, 
terrible at it was Upon my honour, . 
added my uncle Toby, you might have heard the 
contention within our bodies, brother Shandy, . 
twenty toiſes. — If there was no firing, ſaid Yorick. . 

Well—faid my father, with a full aſpiration, , 
and pauſing a while after the word Was I a. 
judge, and the laws of the- country which made 
me one permitted it, I would conderan ſome of 
the worſt malefactors, provided they had had 
their clergy ———— Yorick foreſeeing 
the fentence was likely to end with no ſort of 


mercy, laid. his. hard upon my father's breaſt,, 
| ard. 
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and begged he would reſpite it for a few minutes, | 


till he aſked the corporal a queſtion, — 
Prithee, Trim, ſaid Yorick, without ſtaying for 
my father's leave, tell us honeſtly what | 
is thy opinion concerning this ſelf-ſame radical 
heat and radical moiſture ? _ | 

With humble ſubmiſſion to his honour's bet- 
ter judgment, quoth the corporal, making : a body 
to my uncle Toby Speak thy opinion free- | 
ly, corporal, ſaid my uncle Toby.— The 
poor fellow is my ſervant, — not my flave, —— 
added my uncle Toby, turning to my father. 

'The corporal put his hat under his left arm, 
and with his ſtick hanging upon the wriſt of it, 
by a black thong ſplit into a taſſel about the 
knot, he marched up to the ground where he 
had performed his catechiſm ; then touching bis 
under jaw with the thumb and fingers of his 
right hand before he opened his mouth ,—he de- 
livered his notion thus. 3 


05 H A P. XXXIX. 


J ST as the corporal was humming to "S 
gin—in waddled Dr. Slop. —— Tis not 
two pence matter the corporal ſhall go on in 
the next chapter, let who will come in 
Well, my good doctor, cried my father, 
ſportively, for the tranſitions of his paſſions were 
unaccountably ſudden,— and what has this 
' whelp of mine to ſay to the matter? 

Nad my father been aſking after the amputa- 
tion of the tail of a puppy-dog——he could not. 


have done it in a more czreleſs air: the ſyſtem 
which Dr. Slop had laid down, to treat the. ac- 
cident 
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cident by, no way aliowed of ſuch a mode of 
enquiry.- He fat down. 

Pray, Sir, quoth my uncle Toby, in a man- 
ner which could not go unanſwered, in what 
condition is the boy ?— Twill end in a phimoſis, F 
replied Dr. Slop. | 

I am no wiſer than I was, quoth my ace 
Toby,—returning his pipe into his mouth. 
Then let the coporal go on, ſaid my father, 
with his medical lecture. The corpc ral 
made a bow to his old friend, Dr. Slop, and 
then delivered bis opinion concerning radical 
heat and radical moiſture, in the following words. 


CHAP. XL. 


HE city of Limerick, the ſiege of which 
was begun under his majeſty king William 
himſelf, the year after I went into the army— 
lies, an' pleaſe your. honours, in the middle of 
a deviliſh wet, ſwampy country.— Tis quite 
ſurrounded, Aid my uncle Toby, with the Fhan- 
non, and is, by its ſituation, one of the ſtrongeſt | 
fortified places in Ireland. — 

I think this is a new faſhion, quoth Dr. Slop, 
of beginning a medical lecture. "Tis all 
true, anſwered Trim. Then I wiſh the faculty 
would follow the cut of it, ſaid Vorick.— Tis all 
cut through, an' pleaſe your reverence, ſaid the 
corporal, with drains and bog's; and beſides, 
there was ſuch 4, quantity of rain fell during the 
ſiege, the whole country was like a puddle,— 
*twas that, and nothing elſe, which brought on 
the flux, and which had like to have k led both 
his honour and myſelf; now there was no ſuch 
thing after the firſt. ten days, continued the cor- 

poral, 
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Poral, for a ſoldier to lie dry in his tent, without 
cutting a ditch round it, to draw off the water ; 
nor was that enough, for thoſe who could af- 
ford it, as his honour could, without ſetting fire 
every night to a pewter diſh full of brandy, 
which took off the damp of the air, and made 
the inſide of the tent as warm as a ſtove.-— 

And what concluſion doſt thou draw, Corpo- 

ral Trim, cried my father, from all theſe premi- 
ſes? 
Il infer, an' pleaſe your worſhip, replied Trim, 
that the radical moiſture is nothing in the wor{d. 
but ditch-water—and that the radical heat of 
thoſe who can go to the expence of it, is burnt 
brandy,—the radical heat and moiſture of a pri-- 
vate man, an' pleaſe your honours, is nothing 
but ditch-water—and a dram of geneva—and | 
give us but enough of it, with a pipe of tobacco, 
to give us ſpirits, and drive away the vapours, 
—we know not what it is to fear death. 

I am at a loſs, Captain Shandy, quoth Doctor 
SlopF to determine in which branch of learning 
your ſervant ſhines moſt, whether in phyſiolo- 
gy, or divinity. Slop had not forgot Trim's 
comment upon the ſermon. 

It is but an hour ago, replied Yorick, Cres 
the corporal was examined' in the latter, and 
Pan muſter with great honour. 

The radical heat and- moifture, quoth Dr. 
Slop, turning to my father, you muſt know, is 
the baſis and foundation of our being, —as the 
root of a tree is the ſource and-prineiple of its 
vegetation. It is inherent. in the ſeeds 
of all. animals, and may be preſerved ſundry 
ways, but principally in my E Ae by conſub- 


ſtantials, impriments, and occludents,  ——. 
: Now, 
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Now this poor fellow, continued Dr. Slop, point- 
ing to the corporal, has had the misfortune to 
have heard ſome ſuperficial empiric diſcourſe 
upon this nice point. — That he has, — 
ſaid my father. Very likely, ſaid my 1. | 

'm ſure of it,—quoth Yorick. — 


c H AP. XLI. 


OCTOR Slop being called out to look at a 

cataplaſm he had ordered, it gave my fa- 
ther an opportunity of going on with another 
chapter in the Triſtra-pædia Come ! chear 
up, my lads; Pll ſhew you land for when 
| ve have tugged through that chapter, the book 
ſhall not be opened' again this twelve-month.— | 
Huzza | 


CHAP. XLII. 


IVE years with a bib under his 
chin ; 

Four years in travelling from Chriſt-croſs-row 
to Malachi ; 

A year and a half in learning to write his own” 
name; 

Seven long years and more vurro. ing it, at 
Greek and Latin; 

Four years at his probations and his negations 
the fine ſtatue ſtill lying in the middle of 
the marble block, — and nothing done, but his 
tools ſharpened to hew it out! — Tis a pi- 
teous delay |: W. as not the great Julius Scali- 

= . ger 
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ger within an' ace of never getting his tools mar- 
pened at all. Forty- four years old was 
he before he could manage his Greek; and 
Peter Damianus, lord biſhop of Oſtia, as all the 
world knows, could not ſo much as read, when 
he was of man's eſtate. . — And Baldus 
himſelf, as eminent as he turned out after, en- 
tered upon the law ſo late in life, that every bo- 
dy imagined he intended to be an advocate in the 
other world: no wonder, when Eudamidas, the 
ſon of Archidamas, heard Xenocrates at ſeventy- 
five diſputing about wiſdom, that he aſked grave- 
.f the old man be yet diſputing and en- 
quiring concerning wiſdom, —what time will he 
have to make uſe of it? 
Yorick liſtened to my father with great atten- 
tion; there was a ſeaſoning of wiſdom unac- 
countably mixed up with his ſtrangeſt whims, 
and he had ſometimes ſuch illuminatiens in the 
darkeſt of his eclipſes, as almoſt atoned for 
them: be wary, Sir, when you imitate him. 
I am convinced, Yorick, continued my father, 
half reading and half diſcourſing, that there 1s 
a North-weſt paſſage to the intellectual world; 
and that the ſoul of mar has ſhorter ways of 
going to work, in furniſhing itſelf with know- 
ledge and inſtruction, than we generally take 
with it. But alack! all fields have not 
a river or a ſpring running beſide them; 
every child, Yorick! has not a parent to point 
it out. 


The whole day depends, added my- . 
father, in a low voice, upon the auxiliary verbs, 
Mr. Vorick. 3 

Had Yorick trod upon Virgil's s ſnake, he could 
not have looked more ſurpriſed I am ſur- 


W 5 
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priſed too, cried my father, obſerving it, 
and I reckon it as one of the greateſt calamities 
which ever befell the republick of letters, That 
thoſe who have been entruſted with the educa- 
tion of our children, and whoſe. buſineſs it was 
to open their minds, and ſtock them early with 
ideas, in order to ſet the imagination looſe upon 
them, have made ſo little uſe of the auxiliary 
verbs tg doing it, as they have done. 
So that, except Raymond Lullius, and the elder 
_ Pelegrin,, the laſt of which arrived to ſuch per- 
_ feQtion in the uſe of 'em, with his topics, that 
in a few leſſons, he could teach a young gentle- 
man to diſcourſe with plauſibility upon any ſub- 
jeQ, pro and con, and to ſay and write all that 
could be ſpoken or written concerning it, with- 
out þlotting a word, to the admiration of all who 
beheld. him. 2 T4 ſhould be glad, ſaid Vo- 
rick, interrupting my father, to be made to 
comprehend this matter. You ſhall, ſaid my 
father. 

The higheſt ſtretch of improvement a 
word is capable of, is a high metaphor,— 
which, in my opinion, the idea f is generally ji 
worle, and not the better; but be that as 
It en the mind has done that with it 
there is an end, the mind and the idea 
are at reſt until a ſecond idea enters, 
and ſo on. 
Now the uſe of the 8 is, at once to 
ſet the ſoul a going by herſelf upon the materials 
as they are broughit her; and by the verſability 
of this great engine, round which they are twiſt · 
ed, to open new tracks of enquiry, and make 
every idea engender millions. _ 

| You excite my. rioſity greatly, ſaid York. 

| For 
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For my own part, quoth my uncle T 7 * 1 
have given it up. The Danes, an' pleaſe 
your honour, quoth the corporal, who were on 
the left at the ſiege of Limerick, were all auxi- 
liaries. And very good ones, ſaid my uncle 
Toby But the auxiliaries, Trim, my bro- 
ther is talking about, [ conceive to be different 
things.— 
Lou do? ſaid my "HAR riſing up# 


CHAP. XIII. 


M Y 3 took a ſingle turn acroſs the 
F room, then Int down and finiſhed the 
chapter. 

The verbs N we were concerned in here 
continued my father, are, am; was; have 
had; do; did; make; made; ſuffer; ſhall; 
ſhould; will; would; can; could; owe; ought; 
uſed; or is wont. And theſe 7 with tenſes, 
g preſent, paſt, future, and conjugated with the 
verb fee,—or with theſe queſtions added to 
them ;—Ts it? Was it? Will it be? Would 
it be? May it be? Might it be? And theſe 
again put negatively, Is it not ? Was it not? 
Gught it not?—Or effirmatively,—lt is; It 
was; It ought to be. Or chronologically— 
Has it been always? Lately? How long ago ?— 
Or hypothetically,—If it was? If it was not? 
— What would follow ?—If the French ſhould 
beat the Engliſh ? If the. Sun go out of the Zo- 
 diac ? 

Now, by the right uſe and application of 
theſe, continued my father, in which a child's 


memory ſhould be exerciſed, there is no one 
idea 
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dea can enter his brain how barren ſoeyer, but 
a magazine of conceptions and concluſions may 
be drawn forth from it. —Did'ſt thou ever ſee 
a white bear? cried my father, turning his head 
round to 'Trim, who ſtood at the back of his 
chair: — No, an' pleaſe your honour, replied 
the corporal. —But thou could*ft diſcourſe about 
one, Trim, ſaid my father, in caſe of need? 
How is it poſlible, brother, quoth my uncle 
Toby, if the corporal never ſaw one? — Tis the 
fact I want; replied my father,—and the poſſi- 
bility of it, is as follows: 

A WHITE BEAR |! Very well. Have I ever 
ſeen one? Might I ever have ſeen one? Am I 
ever to ſee one ? Ought I ever to have ſeen one? 
Or can I ever ſee one? 

Would I had ſeen a white bear? (for how 
can I imagine it)) 

If I ſhould ſee a white bear, what ſhould I 
ſay? If I ſhould never ſee a white bear, what 
then? 

If I never 1 can, * or ſhall ſee a white 


bear alive; have I ever ſeen the ſkin of one? 


Did J ever ſee one painted ?—deſcribed ? Have I 
never dreamed of one? 

Did my father, mother, uncle, aunt, bro- 
thers or ſiſters, ever ſee a white bear? What 
would they give? How would they behave ? 
How would the white bear have behaved? Is he 
wild? Tame? Terrible? Rough? Smooth? 

AIs the white bear worth ſeeing ? 

Is there no ſin in it ?— 

Is it better than a BLACK ONE. 


E ND of the Fir TH vot uns. 


